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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


MEN. 


THESEUS, king of Crete. 
HieeorttTvs, Bis ſon, in love ith Iſmena. 
Ly cox, miniſter of ſtate. 


CRATANDER, captain of the guards. 


WOMEN. 


PuzDRA, Theſeus's queen, in love with Hip- 
politus. 


ISMENA, à caprive princeſs, in love with Hip- 
politus. 


Guards, Attendants. 
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Enter Cratander and Lycon. 
LycoN. 


3 IS ſtrange Cratander, that the royal PdA 
| Shou'd ſtil] continue reſolute in grief, 
And obſtinately wretched : 

That one to gay, ſo beautiful, and young, 

Of godlike virtue, and imperial power, 
Shou'd fly inviting joys, and court deſtru tion. 

Cat. Is there not cauſe, when lately join'd in mar- 

riage, 
To have the king her huſband call'd ro war? 
| Then for three tedious moons to muurn his abſence, 

Nor knows his fate ? 

Lzc. The king may cauſe her ſorrow, 
But not by abience : oft I've ſeen him hang 
With greedy eyes, and languiſh o'er her beauties: 
She from his w de, dece:ve'd, deſiring arms, 
Flew :aftelefs, louthi g; whillt dejected Theſeus, 
Wich mournful loving e) es purſue d her flight, 
And dropt a ſilent tear. 
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4 PHEDRA ond 
Crat. Ha! this is hatred, 


This is averſton, hor: or, deteſtation : 
Why did the queen, who m'gl:t have cull'd mankind, 
Why d d ſhe give her perſom, and her throne, 
To or.c ſhe loath d? 
Lyc. Perhops ſhe thought | it juſt 
Thit te ſhould wear the crown his valour ſave'd. 
Gut. Cuu'd ſhe not glut his hopes with wealth and 
honour, 
Reward his valcur, yet r-j*& his love? 
Why, when a happy mother, queen, and widow, 
vw hy did ſhe wed old 7 heſeus $ e «bile his ſon, 
T he brave F/ippelirus, with equal youth, 
And cdu _ beauty, might have fille her arms, 
Lic. H/ politus, (in diſtant Scy? unn born, 
The warlike An: azo Camiia's ſon, 
JI] cur qucen's marriage was u- known to Crete: 
And furc the queen cou be whhimiltil unknown: 
Steccat ths, det. ſto hi WP. ned p ence, 
ang wy r ks an 1 tren Pies ar bis very Pare. 
Well may ſhe hate the price ſhe needs muſt 
fear; 
Ile may aitpu: e the crown with Pf adva's = 
F':*, Frive, he's hc , veuthful and belove'd.; 
Fs courage charnis «irc men, lis form tlie vworen, 
His ve y 1; orts 476 var. 
1 Jc. 67 res all hero, ſ.orns the inglorious caſe 
Ot uz Crete, delights to ſhine in arms, 
Tow ed the {wore „and launch the pointed ſpear ; 
To tare the gen'rous Horte, that, nubiy wild, 
Ne pls on (he Mills, ard dares the a” gry lion ; 
To hen rhe ropgling cou ters to hi» chariot, 
To make their fiubburn recks he rein obey, 
To turn, to Hop, or ftre:ch along the plain. 
Kow the CU: en's hck, there's d ,Ngecr in hs CCUrage. —- 
Be reucy u th your guards. 1 fear V. 7 pol.tus. 
| Exit Cratander. 
Feur him! for what? pcor fi.ly virtizous wretch, 
Affectirg glory, ard contemning pow'r 
Warm without pride, wi hout ambition heave: 
A tenlelels hero ), nt to be a tool 


To thule whole godlike ſouls are turn'd for emp re. An 
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An open honeſt fool, that loves and hates, 
And yet more fool to own it. He hates flatterers, 
He hates me too; weak boy, to make a foe 

Where he might have a ſlave. I hate him too, 
But crir ge, and flatter, fawn, adore, yet hate him. 
Let the queen live or die, the prince muſt fall. 


Euter Iſmena. 


What! ſtill attending on the queen, Jena ? 

O charming virgin! O exalted virtue! 

Can ſtill your goodne!s conquer all your wrongs ? 
Are you not robb'd of your 4:4enian crown ? 

Was not your royal father Pa/as (lin, 

And all his wretched race, by conqu'ring Theſcus ? 
And do you ſtill watch o'er his conſort Fhdra, 
And {till repay fuch cruelty with love? 

Jin. Let them be cruel that delight in miſchicf, 
I'm of a ſofter mould; poor Phædra's ſurrows 
Pierce through my yielding heart, and wound my ſonl. 

He. Now thrice the riſing ſun has chear'd the 

world, | 
Since ſe renew'd her ſtrength with due refreſhment ? 
Thrice has the night brought caſe to man, to beaſt, 
Since wretched Pheara cloic'd her ſtreaming eyes: 
She flies all reſt, all neceſſary food, 
Relolve'd to die, nor capable to live. 
ſn. But now her grief has wrought her into 
frenzy; 
The images her troubled fancy forms 
Are inconerent, wild; her words disjointed: 
Samet mes ſhe raves for muſick, light, and air; 
Nor air, nor light, nor mufick calm her pains, 
Then with extatick firengch ſhe ſprings aloft, 
And moves and bounds with vigour not her own. 

J, Then life is on the wing, then moſt ſhe links 
Wien mott ſhe ſcems revive'd. Like boiling water, 
That founs and hiſſes o'er the crackling wood, 

And bubbles to the brim ; ev'n then molt walling, 
When moſtſit ſwells 

In. My lord, now try your art; 

Eer wild d {order may ditcloſe the ſccret 

Her cooler {ets conceal'd ; the Pythian goddeſs 
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Is dumb and ſullen, till, with fury fill'd, 

She ſpreads, ſhe riſes, growing to the ſight, 

She ſtares, ſhe foams, ſhe raves; the awful ſecrets 

Burſt from her trembling lips, and eaſe the torture'd 
ma'd. 

But Phædra comes; ye gods, how pale, how weak! 


Enter Phædra and Attendants, 


Phed. Stay, virgins, ſtay, I'll reſt my weary ſteps; 
My ftrergth forſakes me, and my darzle'd eyes 
Ake with the flaſhing light, my looſen'd knees 
Sink under their dull weight: ſupport me, Lycox. 
Alas! I faint. 
Lyc. Aﬀord her eaſe, kind heav'n ! 
Phed. Why blaze theſe jewels round my wretched 
head ? 
Why all this labour'd elegance of dreſs, 
Why flow the'e wanton curls in artfal rings? 
Take, ſnatch em hence: Alas! you all conſpire 
To heap new ſorrows on my torture'd ſoul : 
All, all conſpire to make your queen unhappy. 

Jin. This you require'd, and, to the pleaſing taſk, 
Call'd your officious maids, and urge'd their art; 
du bid 'em lead you from yon hideous darkneſs 
To the glad chearing day; yet now avoid it, 

And hate the light you ſought. 
Pled On! my Lycon: 
Oh! how I long to lay my weary head 
On tender flow'ry beds and ſpringing graſs, 
To ſtretch my limbs beneath the ſpreading ſhades 
Of venerable oaks, to flake my thirſt 
With the cool nectar of refreſhing ſprings. . 
Lyc. Vil focth her frenzy; come, Pheadra, let's 
away, 
Let's to the woods, and lawns, and limp'd ſtreams. 

Phed. Ce me, let's away, and thou moſt bright Diana, 
Goddeis of woods, immortal, chafle Diana, 

Goadeſs pre ſiding o'er the rapid race, 

Place me, O place me in the dulty ring, 

Where + curl tl charioreers contend for glory; 
See how they mount and ſhake the flowing reins, 
Sce from the goal the hery courters bound, 


HIPPOLITUS. 7 
Now they frain parting up the ſteepy hil!, 


Now ſweep along its top, row neigh along the vale; 
How the car rattles, how its kindling wheels 
Smoak in the whirl ! the circling ſand aſcends, 
And in the noble duſt the chariot's loft. 
Lyc. What, Madam! 
Phed. Ah! my Lycon ! ah! what ſaid I? 
Where was I hurry'd by my roving fancy ? 
My languid eyes are wet with ſudden tears, 
And on my face unbidden bluſhes glow. 

Lyc. Bluſh then, but bluſh for your deftruftive ſilence, 
That tears your ſoul, and weighs you down to death; 
Oh! ſhou'd you die (ye pow'rs forbid her death) 
Who then wou'd ſhield from wrongs your helpleſs 

orphan ? 
O! he might wander, Phædra's fon might wander, 
A naked ſuppliant thro” the world for aid; 
Then he may cry, invoke his mother's name: 
He may be doom'd to chains, to ſhame, to death, 
While proud Hippolitus ſhall mount his throne. 

Phed. O heav'ns! 

Lyc. Ha, Phedra, are you touch'd at this? 

Phed. Unhappy wretch ; what name was that you 

ſpoke ? 

He. And does his name provoke your juſt reſent- 

ments ? 
Then let it raiſe your fear, as well as rage: 
Think . you wrong'd him, to his father wrong'd 

im: 

Think how you drove him hence a wand'ring exile 
To diftant climes, then think what certain vengeance 
His rage may wreak on your unhappy orphan: 
For his ſake then renew your drooping ſpirits, 
Feed with new oil the waltivg lamp of life, 
That winks and trembles, now, juſt now exp'ring: 
Make haſte, preſerve your life: | 

Phed. Alas! too long, | 
Too long have I perſerve'd that guilty life. 

De. Guilty! what guilt ? has blood has horrid 

murder 
Imbrue'd our hands? 
Phed. Alas, my hands are guiltleſs : 
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But, oh, my heart's defile'd. 
I've ſaid roo much; furbear the reſt, my Lycen, 
And let me die to fave the black confeſſion, 
Lyc. Die then, but not alone; old faithful Lycen 
Shall be a victim to your cruel filence. 
Will you not tell ? O lovely, wretched queen! 
By all the cares of your firſt infant years, 
By all the love, and faith, and zeal I've ſhew'd you, 
Tell me your griefs, unfold your hidden ſorrows, 
And teach your Hon how to bring you comfort. 
Phed. What ſhall I ſay, malicious cruel pow'rs. 
O where ſhall I begin! O cruel Venus! 
How fatal love has been to all our race! 
Lyc. Forget it, madam, let it die in filence. 
Phed. O Ariadne! O unhappy lifter ! 
Lyc. Ceate to record your ſiſter's grief and ſhame. 
Phad. And fince the cruel god of love requires it, 
I fall the laſt, and moſt undone of all. 
Lyc. Do you then love ? 
P/hed. Alas, I groan beneath 
The pain, the gilt, the ſhame of impious love. 
Lyc. Forbid it heaven! 
Phæd. Do not upbraid me, Lycon? 
J love. — Alas! I ſhudder at the name: | 
My blood runs backward, and my fan!t'ring tongue 
Sticks at the found —T love. — O righteous heaven! 
Why was I born with ſuch a fence of v.riuve, 
SO great abhorrence of rhe ſmalleſt crime, 
Ard yet a ſlave to ſuch tmpe:uous guilt ? 
Ra n on me, gods, your plagues, yeur ſharpeſt tortures, 
AM@ my foul with any thing bur guilt, 
And yet that guilt is mine. — I'll think no more. 
T'il ro the woods among the happier brutes: 
Come, let's away : hark the ſhrill hora refounds, 
The jolly hu-tfmens cr.:cs rerd the wide heav'ns: 
Core, o'er the hills purſue ire bounding ſtag, 
Come chaſt the lion and the tuamy boar, 
Ce me rouſe up all the monfters of the weed 
For there, ev'n there, Hippelicus will guard me. 
Lyc. Hip;olitus f 
Phed. Mho's he that names E/'rpelitus 
Ah! I'm betray'd, and all my guilt diſcover'd. 


___# 
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Oh ! give me poiſon, ſwords, Il not live, nor bear ĩt; 
Til top my breath. 
Iþn. [aſide] I'm loft, but what's that loſs! 
Hippclitus is loft, or loſt to me: 
Vet ſhou'd her charms prevail upon his ſoul, 
Shou'd he be falſe, I wou'd rot wiſh him ill, 
With my laſt parting breath I'd ble's my lord ? 
Then in ſome lonely deſart place expire, 
Whence my unhappy dea h ſhall never reach him, 
Leſt it ſhou'd wound his peace, or damp his joss. 
Ly:. "Think ſtill the ſecret in your royal breaſt, 
For by the awful maqeſty of Fove, 
4 By the all- ſceing fun, by r.ghrevus Mot. 
By all your kin fred gods we ſwear, O Pheara, 
Safe as our lives we'll keep the fatal ſecret. 
In. Cc. We ſwear, all ſwear to keep it ever ſecret, 
Phed, Keep it! from whom? why *tis already 
known ; 
The tale, the wiiſper of the bihling vulgar: 
Oh! can you kerp it from yourſelves, unknow it ? 
Or do you th nk I'm fo far gove 'n guilt, 
That I can fee, can bear the looks, the eyes 
Ot one who knows my black deteſted crimes, 
(Of ore who knows that P. du loves her fon ? 
Lie Unhappy queen! auguſt, unhappy race! 
Oh! why did Theſers touch this fetal ſhore ? 
Why cid he five us from Nicander's arms, 
To bring worſe ruin on us by his love! 
Pre. His love indeed! for tha” u happy hour, 
In wh.ch the pricſts join'd 7 heſcus? hand to mine, 
Snew'd the you g Scythian to my dazzleſ eyes. 
Gods! how I ſhook | what bo'ling heat inflame'd 
My panting breaſt ! how from the touch of Theſexs 
M, lack band dropt, ard all the idle pomp, 
Prieſts, alrars, victims, ſwam before my tight ! 
The god of love, even the whole god, potlcit me. 
Lie Ar once, at firit poſſeſt you! 
Phe l. Ves, at fett. 
Thi fatal evening ve purſue'd the chaſe, 
When from behind the wood, with ruſtling found, 
A monltrous boar ruſh'd forth; his baleful eyes 
Shot glaring fire, and his (tif poiating briltles 


. - = © : - 
22 ——— — - 


"=: 
— — — 


”"_ 


_ = . 
2 —_ — 2 
= — — — —— 


Roſe 


10 PH DRA az 


Roſe high upon his back; at me he made, 

Whetring his tuſks, and churning hideous foam? 

Then, then Hippolitus flew in to aid me; 

Collecting all himſelf and riſing to the blow, 

He launch'd the whiſtling ſpear ; the well-aim'd jave'lin 

Pierce'd his tough hide, and quiver'd in his heart; 

The monfter fell, and gnaſhing with huge tuſks, 

Plow'd up the crimſon earth. But then Hippolitus / 

Gods! how he move'd and look'd, when he approach'd 
me ! | 

When hot and pantirg from the ſavage conqueſt, 

Dreadful as Mars, and as his Venus lovely, 

His kindling cheeks with purple beauties glow'd, 

His lovely ſparkling eyes ſhot martial fires: 

Oh — wa e form! oh ecſtaſie and tranſport ! 

My breath grew ſhort, my beating heart ſprung 

upward, 

And 8 bounded in my heaving boſom. 

Alas, I'm pleas'd, the horrid ſtory charms me. 

No more. — That night with fear and love I ficken'd. 

Oft I receive'd his fatal charming viſits; ' 

Then wou'd he talk with ſuch an heav'nly grace, 

Look with ſuch dear compaſſion on my pains, 

That I cou'd wiſh to be fo ſick for ever. 

My ears, my greedy eyes, my thirſty ſoul, 

Drank gorging in the dear delcious poiſon, 

Till I was loſt, quite loſt in impious love: 

And ſhall I drag an execrable Ife? 

And ſhall I hoard up guilt, and treaſure vengeance ? 
Lyc. No; labour, ſtrive, ſubdue that guilt, and live. 
Phed. Did I not labour, ſtrive, all ſceing powers: 

Did I not weep and pray, implore your aid? 

Burnt clouds of incenſe on your loaded altars? 

Oh! I call'd heaven and earth to my aſſiſtance, 

All the ambitious thirſt of fame and empire, 

And all the honeſt pride of conſcious virtue: 

I firuggled, raved, the new-born paſſion reign'd 

Almighty in its birth. 
Lyc. Did you eber try 

To gain his love ? ; 

Pled. Avert ſuch crimes, ye pow'rs! 

No, to avoid his love, I ſought his hatred; 
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1 wrong'd him, ſhunn'd him, baniſh'd him from Crete, 
I ſent him, drove him from my longing fight: 
In vain I drove him; for his tyrant form 
Reign'd in my heart, and dwelt before my eyes. 
If to the gods I pray'd, the very vows 
I made to heaven, were, by my erring tongue, 
Spoke ro Hippolitus. If I try'd to ny, 
Straight co my drowzy eyes my reſtleſs * 
Brought back his fatal form, and curſt my ſlumber. 
Lyc. Firſt let me try to melt him into love. 
Phæd No; did his hapleſs on equal mine, 
I wou'd refuſe the bliſs I moſt defired, 
Conſult my fame, and ſacrifice my life. 
Yes, I wou'd die, heaven knows, this very moment, 
Rather than wrong my lord, my huſband Theſeus. 
Lyc. Perhaps that lord, that huſband is no more: 
He went from Crete in haſte, his army then, 
To meet the numerous troops of fierce Molofſians ; 
Yer tho' he lives, while ebbing life decays, 
Think on your ſon. 
Phed. Alas, that ſhocks me. 
O let me ſee my young one, let me ſnatch 
A haſty farewel, a laſt dying kiſs. 
Yet ſtay, his fight will melt my juſt reſolves; 
But oh! I beg, with my laſt ſally ing breath, 
Cheriſh my babe. 


Enter meſſenger. 


Meſſ. Madam, I grieve to tell you 
What you muſt know ;— your royal huſband's dead. 

Phed. Dead! oh ye pow'rs! 

Lyc. Caſide.] O fortunate event | 
Then earth-born Lycon may aſcend the throne, 
Leave to his happy ſon the crown of Fove, 

And be adored like him. — Mourn, mourn, ye Cretans, 
Since he is dead whoſe valour ſaved your iſle 5 

Whoſe prudent care with flowing plenty crown'd 

His peaceful ſubjefts ; as your tow'ring Ida 

With ſpreading oaks, and with deſcending ſtreams, 
Shades and enriches all the plains below. 

Say, how he dy'd. 


Meg. He dy'd as Theſeus ought, 
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In battle dy'd ; P/ilotas, now a priſoner, 
That ruſhing on fought next his royal perſon, 
Tha: {aw his thund'ring arm beat ſhuadrons down, 
Saw the great rival of .Ziciaes fl: 
Thee eyes beheld his well-known fteed, beheld 
A proud Barbarian plitt'ring in his arms, 
Encumber'd with the ſpoil. 

Phed Is he then dead? 
Is my much irjured lord, my Tce dead? 
And don't I ſhed one tear u, on us uri; ? 
W\ hat ! rot a figh, a groan, a ſoft complaint ? 
Ah! theſe are tribu.es que from pious brices, 
From a chaſte mation, and a vir.uous wife: 
But (avage love, the tyr.mr of my heart, 
Claims all my forrows, and uſi.rps my grief. 

Lye. Ditnuls that gricf, and give a looſe to joy: 
He's den, the bar of all your bliſs is dead; 
Live chen, my queen, fo ger the wrinkled Theſeur, 
Ard tike the youthful hero to yur arms. 

Phea. | dare not now a mit of ſuch a thought, 


And bleſs'd be heaven thir fie: I'd my ſtubborn heart, 


That made me ſhun the bridal bed of Theſcus, 
And give him empire, but refuſe him love. 


Lyc. Then may his happier fon be bleſs'd with both; 


Then rouze your foul, and muſter all your charms, 
Sooth his ambitious mind with thirſt of empire, 
And all his tender thoughts with ſaft alurements. 
Phad. But ſhould the youth refute my protter'd love 
O ſhou'd he throw me n his loathing arms! 
I fear the tryal; for I know Hippo!itus 
Fierce in the right, and obſtinacely good: 
When round beter, his virtue, like a flood, 
Breaks with reſiſtleſs force th' oppoling dams, 
And bears the mounds along; they're hurry'd on, 
And twell the torrent they were rais'd to ſtop. 
I dare nor yet reſolve : I'll try to live, 
And to the awful gods L'Il leave the ret. 


Lyc. Nada, your ſigner, that ycur ſlave may order 


Wha:'s moſt expedient: tor your royal ſervice. 


Phed. Lake it, and wth i; take the fate of Phedra : 


And thou, O fenus, aid a ſuppliant queen, 
That owns thy triumphs, and adores thy pow'r: 


O ſpare 
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O ſpare thy captives, and ſubdue thy foes. 

On this cold Scythian let thy pow'r be known, 

And in a lover's cauſe aſſert thy own; 

Then Crete as Paphos ſhall adore thy ſhrine ; 

This nurſe of Fove with grateful fires ſhall ſhine, 8 

And with thy father's flames ſhall worſhip thine. 
[Exit Phædra, Cc. 


Lycon ſolus. 


If ſhe propoſes love, why then as ſurely 

His haughty foul refuſes it with ſcorn. — 

Say I confine him! — If ſhe dies he's ſafe; 

And if ſhe lives, I'll work her raging mind. 

A woman ſcorn'd with eaſe I'll work to vengeance ; 

With humble, fawning, wiſc, obſequious arts 

I'll rule the whirl and tranſport of her foul ; 

Then what her reaſon hates, her rage may act. 
When barks glide ſlowly thro” the lazy main, 
The batfled pilots turn the helms in vain; 

When driven by winds they cut the foamy way, 
The rudders govern, and the ſhips obey. [| Exit. 
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AG I: 


Euter Phzdra, Lycon, and Iſmena. 
Enter Meſſenger. 


Je. ADAM, the prince Hippolitus attends. 
| M P/:zd. Admit him: Where, where's 
Phedra, now thy ſoul? 
What — ſhall I ſpeak ? and ſhall my guilty tongue 
Let this inſulting victor know his pow'r ? 
Or ſhall I (ti{] confine vithin my breaſt 
My reſtleſs paſſions and devouring flames? 
Bur ſee he comes, the lovely tyrant comes, — + 
He ruſhes on me like a blaze of light; 
cannot bear the tranſport of his preſeace, 
But fink oppreis'd with woe. [ Swoons, 
| "5, i Enter 
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Euter Hippolitus. 


Flip. Immortal gods! 
What have I done to raiſe ſuch ſtrange abhorrence 2 
What have I done to ſhake her ſhrinking nature 
With my approach, and kill her with my fight ? 

Lyc. Alas, another grief devours her foul, 
And only your aſſiſlance can relieve her. 

Fl'p. Ha! make it known, that I may fly and aid her. 

Lyc. Bur promiſe firſt, my lord, to keep it ſecret. 

Hip. Promiſe ? I ſwear, on this good ſword I ſwear, 
This 1word, which firſt gain'd youthful Theſers honour | 
Which of: has puniſh'd perjury and falſhood ; 

By thundring Fove, by Grecian Hercules, 

By the majettick form of godlike heroes, 
That ſhine around, and conſecrate the ſteel ; 
No racks, no ſhame ſhall ever force it from me 

Phad. Hippolitus ! | 

Hp. Yes, tis that wretch, who begs you to diſmiſs 
This hated object from your eyes for ever: 

Begs leave to march againſt the foes of Theſeys, 
And to revenge, or ſhare, his father's fate. 

Fl-ed. Oh, Elppelitus ! | 
I cwn I've wrong'd you, moſt unjuſtly wrong'd you. 
Drove you from court, from Grete, and from your 

ather; 
The court, all Crete, deplored their ſuffering hero, 
And I (the ſad cccafion) molt of all. 
Met could you know relenting Phædra's foul, 
Uh could you think with what reluctant griet 
I wrong'd the hero whom I wifh'd to cheriſh ! 
Ol! yuu'd confeſs me wretched, net unkind, 
And own thole ills did moſt deſerve your pity, 
Which moft procured your hate. 

Hip. My hate to Phæara? 

Ha! could I hate the royal ſpouſe of Theſeus, 
My queen, my mother? 

Phad. Why your queen and mother? 

More humble ues belt ſuit my loſt condition. 
Alas! the iron hard of death is on me, 

And I have only time t' implore your pardon, 
Ah! would my lord forget injuricus Phzara, 
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And with compaſſion view her helpleſs orphan ! 
Would he receive him to his dear protection, 
Defend his youth from all encroaching foes ! | 
Hip. Oh, I'll defend him! with my lite defend him! 
Heaven dart your judgments on this faithleſs head, 
If I don't pay him all a ſlave's obedience, 
And all a father's love. 
Phd. A farher's love! 
Oh doubtful ſounds ! oh vain deceitful hopes! 
My grief's much eaſc'd by this tranicending goodneſs, 
And Jheſeus' death fits lighter on my fo. : 
Death? he's not dead! he lives, he breathes, he ſp-alcs, 
He lives in you, he's preſent to my eyes; 
I ſe him, ſpeak to him — my heart! I rave, 
And ali my folly's known. 
Hip. Oh! glur.ous folly ! 
See Theſeus, fee how much your Phedra loved you. 
Phed. Love him, indeed! dote, languiſh, die ” him, 
Forſake my food, my fleep, all joys tor Theſes. 
(But not that hoary venerable Theſeus) 
But Theſeus as he was, when mantling blood 
Glow'd in his lovely cheeks ; when his bright eyes 
Sparkled with youthful fires ; when ev'ry grace 
Shone in the father, which now crowns the fon ; 
When Theſeus was Hippolitrs. 
Hip. Ha ! amazement ſtrikes me ; 
Where will this end? 
Ic. Is't difficult to gueſs ? ) 
Does not her flying paleneſs that but now 
Sat cold and languid in her fading cheek, 
(Where now ſucceeds a momentary luſtre,) 
Does not her beating heart, her trembling limbs, 
Her wiſhing looks, her ſpeech, her preſent ſilence, 
All, all proclaim imperial Phædra loves you! 
Hip. What do I hear ? what, does no lightning flaſh, 
No thunder bellow, when ſuch monſtrous crimes 
Are own'd, avow'd, confeſt ? all-ſeeing ſun ! 
Hide, hide in ſhameful night, thy beamy head, 
And ceaſe to view the horrors of thy race. 
Alas! I ſhare th' amazing guilt ; theſe eyes, 
That firſt inſpire'd the black inceſtuous 4 
Theſe ears, that heard the tale of impious love, 
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Are all accurſt, and all deſerve your thunder. 

Phed. Alas, my lord ! believe me not fo vile. 
No : by thy goddeſs, by the chaſte Diana, 
None but my firſt, my much-love'd lord Arſamnes, 
Was e'er receive'd in theſe unhappy arms. 

No for the love of thee, of theſe dear charms, 
Which now I ſee are doom'd to be my ruin, 
I till deny'd my lord, my huſband Theſeus, 
The chaſte, the modeſt joys of ſpotleſs marriage : 
That drove him hence to war, to ftormy ſeas, 
To rocks and waves leſs cruel than his Pheara. 
Hip. If that drove Theſeus hence, then that kill'd 
heſeus, 
And cruel Phæara kill'd her huſband Theſes. 
Phed. Forbear, raſh youth, nor dare to rouſe my 
vengeance 

You need not urge, nor tempt my ſwelling rage 
With black reproaches, ſcorn, and provocation, 
To do a deed my reaſon would abhor. 
Long has the ſecret ſtruggled in my breaſt, 
Long has it rack'd and rent my torture'd boſom ; 
But now 'tis out. Shame, rage, confuſion tear 
And drive me on to act unheard-of crimes, 
To murther thee, myſelf, and all that know it. 
As when convulſions cleave the lab'ring earth, 
Before the diſmal yawn appears, the ground 
Trembles and heaves, the nodding houſes craſh ; 
He's ſafe, who from the dreadful warning flies, 
But he that ſees its opening boſom dies. [ Exit, 

H'p. Then let me take the warning and retire ; 
I'd rather truſt the rough /onian waves, 
Than woman's fiercer rage. 

Iſmena ſhews herſelf, liſtnirg. 
Lyc. Alas! my lord, 
You muſt not leave the queen to her deſpair. 
Hip. Muſt not? from thee ? from that vile upſtart 
Lycon ? 

Lyc. Yes : from that Lycon who derives his greatneſs 
From Phedra's race, and now would guard her lite. 
Then, ſir, forbear, and view this royal ſignet, 

And in her faithful flave obey the queen. 
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Enter Guard's. 


Guards, watch the prince, but at that awful diſtance, 
With that reſpeR, it may not ſeem confinement, 
But only meant for honour. 

Hip. So, confinement 1s 

The honour Crete beſtows on Theſeus' ſon. 

Am I confined ; and is't fo ſoon forgot, 

When fierce Procruſtes arms o' er- rau your kingdom? 

When your ſtrects echo d with the cries of orphans; 

Your ſhrieking maids clung round the hollow'd 
ſhrines, 

When all your palaces and lofty towers 

Smoak'd on the earth, when the red {ky around 

Glow'd with your city's flames (a dreadful luſtre) 

Then, then my father flew to your aſſiſtance; 

Then Theſers ſaved your lives, eſtates, and honours. 

And do you thus reward the hero's toi] ? 

And do you now confine the hero's ſon ? 

Lyc. Take not an eaſie ſhort confinement ill, 
Which your own ſafety and the queen's requires : 
But fear not aught from one that jays to ſerve you. 

Hip. O, I diſdain thee, traytor, but not fear thee, 
Nor will I hear of ſervices from Eycon. 
Thy very looks are lies; eternal falſhood 
Smiles in thy lips, and flatters in thy eyes; 
Ev'n in thy humble face I read my ruin, 
In ev'ry cringing bow and fawning ſmile : 
Why elſe d' you whiſper out your dark ſuſpicions ? 
Why with malignant elogies encreaſe 
The people's fears, and praiſe me to my ruin? 
Why through the troubled ſtreets of frighted Gueſs 
Do bucklers, helms, and poliſh'd armour blaze ? 
Why ſounds the dreadful din of inſtant war? 
Whilſt ill the foe's unknown. 

Lyc. [aſide] Then quit thy arts, 
Pur off the ſtateſman and reſume the judge : 
Thou Proteus, ſhift thy various forms no more, 
But boldly own the god. — * That foe's too near: 

| [* To Hippolitus. 

The queen's diſeaſe, and your aſp ring mind 


Diſturb all Crere, and give a loole to war. 
| 3 
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Hy. Gods! dares he ſpeak thus to a monarch's ſon? 
And muſt this earth-born flave command in Crete? 
Was it for this my god-like father fought ? 

Did Theſeus bleed for Lycon ? O ye Cretans, 
See there your king, the ſucceſſor of Minos, 
And heir of Fove. | 

Dye. You may as well provoke 

That Fove you worſhip, as this flave you ſcorn. 

Go ſeize Alcmem, Nicias, and all 

The black abettors of his impious treaſon, 

Now o'er thy head th' avenging thunder rolls: 

For know on me depends thy inſtant doom. 

Then learn, proud prince, to bend thy haughty ſoul ; 
And if thou think'ſt of life, obey the queen. 

Hip. Then free from fear or guilt I'll wait my doom: 
W hate'er's my fault, no ftain ſhall blot my glory. 
I'll guard my honour, you diſpoſe my life; 

[Exeunt Lycon and Cratander. 
Since he dares brave my rage, the danger's near. 
The tim'rous hounds that hunt the generous lyon 
Bay afar off, and tremble in purſuir ; 
But when he ſtruggles in th' entangling toils, 
Inſult the dying prey. — * Tis kindly done, /hmenz, 

[* Iſmena enters. 
With all your charms to viſit my diſtreſs ; 
Soften my chains, and make confinement eaſie. 
Is it then giv'n me to behold thy beauties! 
Thoſe bluſhing ſweets, thoſe lovely loving eyes! 
To preſs, to ſtrain thee to my beating heart, 
And grow thus to my love! What's liberty to this 
What's fame or greatneſs? take em, take em Pear, 
Freedom and fame, and in the dear confinement 
Enclo'e me thus for eyer. 
Im. O H:opolitus ! 

O I could ever dwell in this confinement ! 
Nor wiſh for aught while I behold my lord; 
But yer that wiſh, that only wiſh, is vain, 
When my hard fate thus forces me to beg you, 
Drive from your godlike foul a wretched ma d; 
Take to your arms, (aſſiſt me heav'n to ſpeak it 


Take to your arms imperial Phadra, And 
4 


HIPPOLIT US. 


And think of me no more. 

Hip. Not think of thee ? ; 
What! part, for ever part? Unkind [mens : 
Oh, can you think that death is half fo dreadful, 
As it would be to live, and live witho.it thee ? 
Say ſhould I quit thee, ſhould I turn to Phedra, 
Say, could'ſt thou bear it? could thy tender ſoul 
Endure the torment of deſpairing love, 
And ſee me ſettled in a riva''s arms ? | 

Im. Think not of me: perhaps my equal mind 1 
May learn to bear the fate the gods al lot me | 
| Yet would you hear me; could your love'd ena. 

With all her charms, o'er-rule your ſullen honour, 

You yet __ live, nor leave the poor [/mena. 

Hip. Speak ; if I can, I'm ready to obey. 

Im Give the queen hopes. 

Hip. No more — my ſoul diſdains it. 
No, ſhould I try, my haughty ſoul would ſwell; 
Sharpen each word, and threaren in my eyes. 
O, ſhould I ſtoop to cringe, to lie, forſwear ? 
Deſerve the ruin which I ſtrive to ſhun ? 

Im. O, I can't bear this cold contempt of death! 
This rigid virtue, that prefers your glory 
To liberty of life. O cruel man! 
By theſe ſad ſighs, by theſe poor ſtreaming eyes, 
By that dear love that makes us now unhappy, 
By the near danger of that precious life 
Heav'n knows I value much above my own. 
What! not yet moved? are you reſolved on death? 
Then, e'er tis night, I ſwear by Il the pow'rs 
This ſteel ſhall er.d my fears and lite together. 

Hip. You ſhan't be truſted with a life ſo precious. 
No, to the court I'll publiſh y our deſign, 
Ev'n bloody Lycon will prevent your fate; 
Lycon ſhall wrench the dagger Gm your boſom, 
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And raving Pheara will preſerve Imena. | 

| I'm. Phedra! come on, I'll lead you on to Phaara ; 4 
III tell her all the ſecrets of our on 

| Give to ler rage her cloſe deſtructive rival; 

Her rival ſure will fall, her love may fave you. 
Come fee me labour in the pings of death, 

My agonizing limbs, my dying eyes, 


| Dying, 
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Dying, yet fixt in death on my Hippolitys, 
Hip. What's your deſign? ye pow'rs! what means 
my love? 
1m. She means to lead you in the road of fate; 
She means to die with one ſhe can't preſerve. | 
Yet when you ſee me pale upon the earth, 
This once loved form grown horrible in death, 
Sure your reſenting ſoul would wiſh you'd ſaved me. 
Hip. Oh! I'll do all, do any thing to ſave you, 
Give up my fame and all my darling honour : 
VII run, PI fly; what you'll command PII fay. 
ſm. Say, what occaſion, chance, or heav'n inſpires; 
Say, that you love her, that you loved her long ; 
Say, that you'll wed her, ſay that you'll comply: 
Say, to preſerve your life, lay any thi g. 
Exit Hippolitus. 
Bleſs him, ye pow'rs! and if it be a cr me, 
Oh! if the pious fraud offend your juſtice, 
Aim all your vengeance on [mena's head; 
Puniſh 1ſmena, but forgive Hippolitus. 
He's gone, and now my brave reſolves are ſtagger'd: 
Now | repent, like ſome deſpairing wretch 
That boldly plunges in the frightful deep, 
Then pants, and ſtruggles with the whirling waves 
And catches every flender reed to fave him. 
Che. But ſhould he do what your commands enjoyn d 
him, 
Say, ſhould he wed her? 
In. Should he wed the queen? 
Oh! I'd remember that *twas my requeſt, 
And die weil plcas'd I made the hero happy. 
Cho. Die! does [mena then reſolve to die? 
Im. Can I then live? can I, who loved fo well 
To part ith all my bli's ro fave my lover? 
Oh! can | drag a wret_h<cd life without him, 
And fee another revel in his arms! 
Oh! 'tis in death alone I can have comfort ? 


Enter Lycon. 


Lyc. [aſide] What a reverſe is this? perfidious boy, 
Is this thy truth is this hy bouſied honour ? 
Then all arc rogues alike : I never thought 


But 
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But one man honeſt, and that one deceĩves me. 
Iſnena here 
Tis all agreed, and now the prince is ſafe 

From the ſure vengeance of deſpairing love. 

Now Phe dra's rage is changed to ſoft endearments, 

She doats, ſhe dies ; and few, but tedious days, 

With endleſs joys will crown the happy pair. 

I'm. Does he then wed the queen? | 
Lyc. At leaſt I think fo. 

I, when the prince approach'd, not far retired 

Pale with my doubts : he ſpoke ; th' attentive queen 

Dwelt on his accents, and her gloomy eyes 

Sparkled with gentler fires: he, bluſhing, bow'd ; 

She, trembling, loſt in love, with ſoft confuſion 

Received his paſſion, and return'd her own: 

Then ſmiling turn'd ro me, and bid me order 

The pompous rites of her enſuing nuptials, 

Which I muſt now purſue. Farewel, Jena. [Exit. 
I'm. Then UV II retire, and not diſturb their joys. 
Cho. Stay and learn more. 

Im. Ah! wherefore ſhould I ſtay ? 

What! ſhall I Ray to rave, t' upbraid, to hold him, 

To ſnatch the ſtruggling charmer from her arms? 

For could you think that open gen'rous youth 

Could with feign'd love deceive a jealous woman ? 

Could he ſo ſoon grow artful in difſembling ? 

Ah! without doubt his thoughts inſpired his tongue, 

And all his foul received a real love. 

Perhaps new graces darted from her eyes, 

Perhaps ſoft pity charm'd his yielding ſoul, 

Perhaps her love, perhaps her kingdom charm'd him; 

Perhaps — alas! how many things may charm him! 
Cho. Wait the ſucceſs: it is not yet decided. 

In. Not yet decided ! did not Lycon tell us 

How he proteſted, ſigh'd, and look'd, and vow'd; 

How the ſoft paſſion languiſh'd in his eyes ? | 

Yes, yes, he loves, he doats on Phedra's charms. 

Now, now he claſps her to his panting breaſt, 

Now he devours her with his eager eyes, 

Now graſps her hands, and now he looks, and vows 

The dear falſe things that charm'd the poor . 
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He comes: be ſtill, my heart, the tyrant comes 
Charming, tho falſe, and lovely in his guilt. : 


Enter Hippolitus. 


Hip. Why hangs that cloudy ſorrow on your brow ? 
Why do you figh ? why flow your ſwelling eyes! 
Thoſe eyes that uſed with joy to view Hippolitus. 

ſm. My lord, my ſoul is charm'd with your ſucceſ; ? 
You know, my lord, my fears are but for you, 

For your dear life ; and fince my death alone 
Can make you (ate, that ſoon ſha}l make you happy. 
Yer had you brought lels love to Pheara's arms, 
My foul had parted with a leſs regret, 
Bleſt if ſurv:ving in your dear remembrance. 
Hip. Your death! my love! my marriage! and to 
Para 
Fear me, Imena. 
Im No, I dare not hear you. 
But tho* you've been thus cruelly unkind, 
Tho” you have left me for the royal Phedra, 
Yer ſh!l my foul o'er-runs with fondneſs tow'rds you 
Yet ſtill I die with joy to fave FHippolitus. 

Hip. Die to ſave me ! could 1 outhve [mena ? 

Im. Yes, you'd outlive her in your Pheara's arms, 

And may you there find ev'ry blooming pleaſure; 
Oh, may che gods ſhow'r bleſlings on thy head 
May the gods crown thy glorious arms with conqueſt, 
And all thy peaceful days with ſure repoſe ! 
May 'ſt thou be bleſt with lovely Phedra's charms, 
And, for thy eaſe, forget the loſt [menus ! 
Farewel Hippoli tas. 

Hip. Iinena ſtay, 

Stay, hear me ſpeak, or by th' infernal powers, 
I'll not ſurvive the minute you depart. : 

Im. What would you ſay ? ah! don't deceive my 

weakneſs. 

Hip. Deceive thee! why, mens, do you wrong me? 
Why doubt my faith? O lovely, cruel maid | 
Why wound my tender foul with harſh ſuſpicion * 
Oh! by thoſe charming eyes, by thy dear love, 

I neither thought nor ſpoke, defign'd nor promis'd, 
To love, or wed the queen. F 
in. 
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„. Speak on, my lord, 
* 4 ſoul > nes me to believe thee ; 
And much I fear, and much I hope I've wrong'd thee. 
Hip. Then thus, I came and ſpake, but ſcarce of love; 
The eaſie queen received my faint addreſs 
With eager hope and unſuſpicious faith. 
Lycon, with ſeeming joy, diſmiſs'd my guards ; 
My gen'rous ſoul difdain'd the mean deceit: 
But ſtill deceived her to obey Iſnena 
Im. Art thou then true? thou art. Oh pardon me. 
Pardon the errors of a filly maid, 
Wild with her fears, and mad with jealouſie; 
For ſtill that fear, that jealouſie was love. 
Haſte then, my lord, and fave yourſelf by flight; 
And when you're abſent, when your god-like form 
Shall ceaſe to chear forlorn Imena's eyes, 
Then let each day, cach hour, each minute bring 
Some kind remembrance of your conſtant love; 
Speak of your health, your — and your friends, 
For lure thole friends ſhall have my tend'reſt wiſhes) 
' Speak much of all; but of thy dear, dear love, 
Speak much, ſpeak very much, and ſtill ſpeak on. 
Hip. Oh ! thy dear love ſhall ever be my theme, 
Of that alone I'll talk the live-long day; 
Bit thus (II talk, thus dwelling on thy eyes, 
Laſting the odours of thy fragrant boſom. 
Come then to crown me with immortal joys, 
Come, be the Kind companion of my flight, 
Come haſte with me to leave this fatal | 
The barque belore prepared for my departure, 
Expects 1 s freight; a hundred luſty rowers 
Hive waved their ſinewy arms, and call'd Hippolitu ; 
The looten'd ca vas trembles with the wind, 
And the fea whitens with auſpicious gales. 
In Fly then, my lord, and may the gods protect thee; 
Fly, ere inſidious Lycon work thy ruin; 
Fh, ere my fond:icfs talk thy life away: 
Fl from the queen. 
Hip But not from my /ſmena. 
Why do 1 ou force me from your heav'nly ſight, 
With thoſe dear arms that ought to claſp me to thee ? 


Im. Oh I could rave for ever at my fate! 


And 


24 pH DRA and 


And with alternate love and fear poſſeſs'd, 

Now force thee from my arms, now ſnatch thee to my 
breaſt, | 

And tremble ill you go, but die till you return. 

Nay, I could go — ye gods, if 1 ſhould go, 

What would tame ſay? if I ſhould fly alone, 

With a young lovely prince that charm'd my ſoul? 

Hip. Say you did well to fly a certain ruin, 

To fly the fury of a queen incenſed, 

To crown with endleſs joys the youth that loved you. 
O! by the joys our mutual loves have brought, 

By the bleſt hours I've langu ſh'd at your feer, 

By all the love you ever bore Hippolitus, 

Come fly from hence, and make him ever happy. 

Im. Hide me, ye pow'rs! I never ſhall reſiſt. 

Hip. Will you refuſe me? can | leave behind me 
All that inſpires my ſoul, and chears my eyes ? 
Will you not go ? then here [|] wait my doom. 
Come, raving Phedra, bloody Lycon come 
I ofter to your rage this worthlels life, 

Since 'tis no longer my {mena's care. 

Im. O! haſte away, my lord, I go, I fly 
Thro' all the dangers of the boiſt'rous deep. 
When the wind whiſtles thro” the crackling maſts, 
When thro' the yawning ſhip the foaming lea 
Rowls bubbling in; then, then I'll claſp thee faſt, 
And in tranſporting love forget my fear. 

Oh! I will wander thro' the Scy:/an gloom, 
_ OFer ice, and hills of everlaſting ſnow ; 

There, when the horrid darknef? ſhall encloſe us, 
When the bleak wind ſhall chill my ſhiv'ring limbs, 
Thou ſhalt alone ſupply the diſtant tun, 

And chear my gazing eyes, and warm my heart. 

Elip. Come, let's away, and ike another Faſon 
Il bear my beauteous conqueſt thro? the ſeas: 

A greater treaſure, and a nobler prize 

Than he from C;/c-0s bore. Sleep, ſleep in peace, 
Ye monſters of the woods, on Ins top 

Securely roam ; no more my early horn 

Shall wake the lazy day. —— love 


Reigns in my heart, and makes me all its own. . 
0 


HIPPOLIT US. 25 


So when bright Yenus yielded up her charms, 
The bleſt Adonis languiſh'd in her arms; 

His idle horn on fragrant myrtiles hung, 

His arrows ſcatter'd, and his bow unſtrung : 
Obſcure in coverts lie his dreaming hounds, 
And bay the fancy'd boar with feeble ſounds. 
For nobler ſports he quits the ſavage fields, 
And all the hero to the lover yields. 


aden 
ACT III. 


Enter Lycon. 
De EAV'N is at laſt _ the pitying gods 
e 


Have heard our wiſhes, and auſpicious Fove 
Smiles on his native iſle; for Pheara lives, 
Reſtored to Crete, and to herſelf ſhe lives; 
Joy with freſh ſtrength inſpires her drooping limbs, 
evives her charms, and, o'er her faded cheeks, 
Spreads a freſh roſy bloom, as kindly ſprings 
With genial heat renew the frozen earth, 
And paint its ſmiling face with gaudy flow'rs. 
But ſee ſhe comes, the bcaureous Phedra comes. 
Euter Phadra. 
How her eyes ſparkle! how their radiant beams 
Confeſs their ſhining anceſtor the ſun ! 
Your charms to day will wound deſpairing crowds, 
And give the pains you ſuffter'd: Nay, Hippolltus, 
The fierce, the brave, th' iuſenſible Hippolitus, 
Shall pay a willing homage to your beauty, 
And in his turn adore — 
Phed. Tis flattry all; 
Yer, when you name the prince, that flattr'y's pleaſing. 
You wiſh ic 1», poor good old man, you wiſh ir. 
The fertije province of Cydonia's thine ; 
I5 there aught elſe ? has happy Phedra aught, 
In the wide circle of her far- ſtretch d empire? 
Alk, take, my friend, ſecure of no repulſe. 
Let ſpacious Crete, thro? all her hu dred cities, 
Reſound her phedra's joy. — Let altars ſmoak, 
Aud richeſt gums, aud ſp ce, and incen{ roll 
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Their fragrant wreaths to heav'n, to pity ing heav'n, 
Which gives Hippolitus to Phedra's arms. 
Set all at large, and bid the loathſome dungeons 
Give up the meagre ſlaves that pine in darkneſs, 
And waſte in griet, as did deſpairing Pheara ; 
Let them be chear'd, let the ſtarved priſoners riot, 
And glow with gen'rous wine, — Let ſorrow ceaſe. 
Let none be wreiched, none, ſince Phedrs's happy. 
But now he comes, and, with an equal paſſion, 
Rewards my flame, and ſprings into my arms! 
Enter Meſſenger. 
Say, where's the prince ? 
Me. He's no where to be found. 
Phed. Perhaps he hunts. 
Me. He hunted not to day. 
Phed. Ha! have you ſearch'd the walks, the courts, 
Meſſ. Search'd all in vain. [the temples? 
Phed Did he not hunt to day? 
Alas! you told me once before he did not: 
My heart miſgives me. 
Lyc. So, indeed, doth mine. 
Phed. Could he deceive me? cou'd that godlike youth 
Defign the ruin of a queen that loves him? 
Oh! he's all truth; his words, his looks, his eyes 
Open to view his inmoſt thoughts. — He comes 
Ha! whoart thou? whence come'ft thou? where's Hip. 
Meſ. Madam, Hippelitus, with fair I/mena, [ polity; ? 
Drove tow'rd the port. 
Phed. With fair [ena ! 
Curſt be her cruel beauty, curſt her charms, 
Curſt all her foorhing, fatal, falie endearments. 
That heav'nly virgin, that exalred goodneſs, 
Cou'd ſce me torture'd with deſpairing love, 
With artful rears cou'd mourn my monſtrous ſuff rings, 
While her bafe malice plotred my deſtruction. 
Lyc. A thouſand reaſons croud upon my foul, 
Thar evidence their love. 
Phed. Yes, yes, they love; 
Why elle ſhould he refute my proferr'd bed? 
Why ſhould one warm'd with youth, and thirſt of glory, 
Diſdain a foul, a form, a crown hike mine? 
De. Where, Lycon, where was then thy boaſted 
cunn'reg ? Dull 
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Dull thoughtleſs wretch ! 
Phed. O pains unfelt before! 
The grief, deſpair, the agonies and pangs, 
All the wild fury of diſtracted love, 
Are nought to this — Say, famous politician, 
Where, when, and how did their firſt paſſion re: 
Where did they breathe their ſighs? what ſhady groves, 
What gloomy woods canceal'd their hidden loves? 
Als! they hid it not: the well pleaſed fun, 
With all his beams, ſurvey'd their guiltleſs flame; 
Glad Zephyrs wafted their untauned fighs ; 
And kis echo'd their endearing accents. 
While I, the ſhame of nature, hid in darkneſs, 
Far from the balmy air and cheering light, 
Prett down my ſighs, and dry'd my falling tears, 
Search'd a retreat to mourn, and watch'd to grieve. 
Lyc. Now ceaſe that grief, and let your injured love 
Contrive due vengeance ; let majgſtick Pheara, 
That love'd the hero, ſacriſice the villain. 
Then haſte, ſend forth your miniſters of vengeance, 
To ſnatch the traytor from your rival's arms, 
And farce him, trembling, to your awtul preſence. 
Phed. O rightly thought — diſpatch th' atrending 
uards; 
Bid them bring forth their inſtruments of death ; 
Darts, engines, flames, and launch into the deep, 
And hurl ſwift vengeance on the perjure'd ſlave. 
Where am I, gods? what is't my rage commands? 
Ev'n now he's gone | ev'n now the well-time'd oars, 
With ſanding ſtroaks, divide the ſparkling waves, 
And happy gales aſſiſt their ſpeedy flight. 
Now they embrace, and ardent love enflames 
Their fluſhing cheeks, and trembles in their eyes. 
Now they expoſe my weaknefs and my crimes : 
Now to the ſporting craud they tell my follies. 
Enter Cratander. 
Cat. Sir, as | went to ſeize the perſons order'd 
I met the prince; and with him fair e, 
I ſeiz'd the prince, who now attends without. 
Phed. Haſte, bring him in. 
Lyc. Be quick and ſeize Jimena. 
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Enter Hippolitus. 

pfad. Cou'dſt thou deceive me? cou'd a ſon of Theſcus 
Stoop to ſo mean, ſo baſe a vice as fraud ? 

Nay, act ſuch monſtrous perfidy, y et ſtart 
From promis'd love? 

Flip. My foul diſdain'd a promiſe. 

Pfæd. But yet your falſe equivocating tongue, 
Your looks, your eyes, your ev'ry motion promis'd. 
But you are ripe in frauds, and learn'd in falſhoods. 
Look down, O Theſeus, and behold thy ſon : 

As Sciron faithleſs, as Procruftes cruel. 

Behold the crimes, the tyrants, all the monſters, 
From which thy valour purge'd the groaning earth : 
Behold them all in thy own ſon revive'd. 

Hip. Touch not my glory, leſt you ftain your own ; 
I ſtill have ſtrove to make my glorious father 
Bluſh, yet rejoyce to ſee himſelf outdone ; 

To mix my parents in my lineal virtues, 
As Theſeus juſt, and as Cam da chaſte. 

Phed. The godlike Theſeus never was thy parent. 
No, 'twas ſome monthly Cappadocian drudge, 
Obedient to the ſcourge, and beaten to her arms, 
Begor thee, traytor, on the chaſte Camilla. 

Camila chaſte! an Amazon and chalte ! 
That quits her ſex, and yet retains her virtue. 
See rhe chatte matron mount the neighing ſteed : 
In ſtrict embraces lock the ſtruggling warrior, 
And chooſe the lover in the ſturdy foe. 
Enter Meſſenger, and ſeems to talk earneftly with Lycon. 

Hip. No; ſhe refuſed the vows of godlike Theſeus, 
And choſe to ſtand his arms, not meet his love; 
And doubtful was the fight. The wide Thermoaoon 

Heard the huge ſtroaks reſound; its frighted waves 
Convey'd the ratt' ling din to diſtant ſhores, 
Whilſt ſhe alone ſupported all his war: 
Nor d ill ſhe ſank beneath his thund'ring arm, 
Beneath which warlike nations bow'd, wou'd yield 
To honeſt wiſh'd- for love. 

Phæd Not ſo her fon; 

Who boldly ventures on forbidden flames, 
On one deſcended from the cruel Palas, 
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Hated by him, of kind red yet more hated, 

The laſt of all the wicked race he ruin'd. 

In vain a fierce ſucceſſive hatred reign'd 

Between your fires: in vain, like Cadmus race, 

With mingled blood they dy'd the bluſhing earth. 
Hip. In vain indeed, fince now the war is o'er ; 

We, like the Theban race, agree to love, 

And by our mutual flames, and future offspring, 

Atone for flaughter paſt. 

Phed. Y our future offspring ! 

Heav'ns! what a medly's this? what dark confuſion, 
Of blood and dearh, of murder and relation ? 
What joy i had been to old diſabled Theſeus, 
When he ſhould take the offspring in his arms? 
Ev'n in his arms to hold an infant Pallat, 
And be upbraided with his grandſire's fate. 
Oh barb'rous youth! 
Lyc. Too barbarous I fear. 
Perhaps ev'n now his faction's up in arms, 
Since waving crouas roll onwards tow'rds the palace, 
And rend the city with tumultuous clamours ? 
Perhaps to murder P-xara and her ſon, 
Ard give the crown to him and his Imena: 
But I'll prevent it. [Exit Lycon. 
Iſme"a brought in. 

Phed What! the kind /mena, ſme, 
That nurs'd me, waich'd my ſickneſs! oh, ſhe watch'd 
As rav'nous vultures watch the dying lion, 

To tear his heart, and riot in his blood. 

Hark! hark my little infant cries for juſtice. 

Oh ! be appeaſed my babe, thou ſhalt have juſtice. 
Now all the ſpirits of my godlike race 

Erflame my foul, and urge me on to vengeance. 
Arſamnes, Minos, Fove, th' avenging Sun, 

Inſpire my fury, and demand my juſtice. 

Oh! you ſhall have it; thou, Mines, ſhalt applaud it; 
Yes, thou ſhalt copy it in their pains below. 

Gods of revenge ariſe. — He comes! he comes 

Ard ſhoots himielf thro? all my kindling blood. 
I have it here. — Now baſe, perfidious wretch, 
Now figh, and weep, and tremble in thy turn. 
Yes, your /ſmens ſhal 28 my vengeance. 
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mena dies: and thou, her pity ing lover, 
m'd her to death. — Thou too ſhalt ſee her blood; 
See her convulſive pangs, and hear her dying groans: 
Go, glut thy eyes with thy adored Iſnena, 
And laugh at dying Phædra. 
Hip. Oh! Imena! 
I'm Alas! my tender foul would ſhrink at death, 
Shake with its fears, and fink beneath its pains, 
In any cauſe but this. — Bat now I'm ſteel'd, 
And the near danger leſſens to my fight. 
Now, if I live, 'tis only for Hippolirus ; 
And with an equal joy I'll die to fave him. 
Yes, for his ſake, I'll go a willing ſhade, 
And wait his coming in th' Chan fields, 
And there e quire of each deſcending ghoſt, 
Of my loved hero's welfare, life, and honour ; 
That dear remembrance will improve the bliſs, 
Add to th” Eꝶſian joys, and make that heav'n more happy. 
Hip. | aſide | Oh heavenly virgin! O imperial Pheara, 
Let your rage fall on this devoted head ; 
Bur ſpare, on ſpare a guiltleſs virgin's life: 
Think of her youth, her innocence, her virtue ; 
Think with what warm compaſſion ſhe bemoan'd you: 
Think how ſhe ſerved and watch'd you in your ſickneſo 
How ev'ry riſing and deſcending ſun | 
Saw kind nens watching o'er the queen. 
] only promiſed, I alone deceived you; 
And 1, and only I, ſhould feel your juſtice. anſwer 
Im. Oh! by thoſe pow'rs, to whom 1 ſoon mutt 
For all my faults, by that bright arch of heav'n 
I] now laſt ſce, I wrought him by my wiles, 
By tears, by threats, by ev'ry female art, 
Wrought his dii{dainivg ſoul to falſe compliance. 
The ſon of The/eus could not think of fraud, 
"Twas woman all | 
Phed. | (cc: 'twas woman all; { geance. 
And woman's fraud ſhou'd meet with woman's ven- 
Bur yet thy courage, truth, and virtue ſhock me: 
A love ſo warm, to firm, ſo like my own. 
Oh! had the gods to pleas'd, had buunteous heav'n 
Beſtow'd F/ppelitus or. Phenra's arms, 
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So had I give'n my life with joy to ſave him. 
Hip And can you doom herdeath ? can Minos daughter 
Condemn the virtue which her ſoul admires ? 
Are not you Pheara ? once the boaſt of fame, 
Shame of our ſex, and patrern of your own. 
 Phed. Am I that Phedra? No. — Another foul 
Informs my alter'd frame. Cou'd elſe Imena 
Provoke my hatred, yet deſerve my love? 
Aid me, ye gods, ſupport my ſinking glory, 
Reſtore my reaſon, and confirm my virtue. 
Yer, is my rage unjuſt ? then, why was Phedra 
Reſcued from torment, and preſerved for pain ? 
Why did you raiſe me to the heighth of joy, 
Above the wreck of clouds and ſtorms below, 
To daſh and break me on the ground for ever ? 
Im. Was it not time to urge him to compliance ? 
At leaſt to feign it, when perfidious Lycon 
Confine'd his perſon, and conſpired his death. [ Lycon ? 
Phed. Contine'd and doom'd to death! — O cruel 
Cou'd I have doom'd thy death? — cou'd theſe ſad eyes 
That loved thee living, e er behold thee dead? 
Yet thou couldft ſee me die without concern, 
Rather than ſave a wretched queen from ruin. 
Eiſe cou'd you choole to truſt the warring winds, 
The ſwelling waves, the rocks, the faithleſs ſands, 
And all the raging monſters of the deep ! 
Oh! think you ſee me on the naked ſhoar, 
Think how I (cream and tear my ſcatter'd hair: 
Break from th' embraces of my ſhrieking maids, 
And harrow on the ſand my bleeding boſom ; [lows, 
Then catch, with wide-ſtretch'd arms, the empty bil- 
And headlong plunge into the gaping deep. 
Hip. O diſmal ftate! my bleeding heart relents, 
And all my thoughts diflolve in tend”reſt pity. 
Phed. If you can pity, oh! refuſe not love; 
Bur ſtoop to rule in wc the ſear of heroes, 
And nurſery of gods. — A hundred cities 
Court thee for lord, where the rich buſy crowds 
Struggle for paſſage thro' the ſpacious ſtreets ; 
Where thouſand ſhips o'erſhade the leſs'ning main, 
And tire the lab'ring wind. The ſupplant nations 


Bow to its enfigns, and, with lower'd fails, 


Confeſs 


- 
= 41 
4 
4 
_ 


52 PHEDRA and 


Confeſs the ocean's queen. For thee alone 
The winds ſhall blow, and the vaſt ocean roll. | 
For thee alone the fame'd Cydonian warriors | 
From twanging eughs ſhall ſend their fatal ſhafts. | 
Hip. Then let me march their leader, not heir prince? | 
And at the head of your renown'd Cydonians, 
Brandiſh this far fame'd ſword of conqu'r ng Theſeus; 
That I may ſhake th* Egyprian tyrant's yoke 
From Aſia's neck, and hx it on his own ; 
That willing nations may obey — laws, 
And your bright anceſtor, the ſun, may ſhine 
On nought but Pheara's empire. 
is Phed. Why not thine ? 
| Doft thou ſo far deteſt my proferr'd bed, 
As to refuſe my crown: — O, cruel youth ! 
By all the pain that wrings my rortured ſoul ! 
By all the dear deceitful hopes you gave me, 
O! ceaſe; at leaſt once more delude my ſorrows. 
For your dear fake I've Joſt my darling honour ; 
For you, but now, I'd give my ſoul to death; 
For ycu I'd quit my crown, and ſtoop beneath 
The happy bondage of an humble wife. 
With thee I'd cl mb the ſteepy 12's ſummit, 
And in the ſcorching heat and chilling dews, 
O'er hills, o'er vales, purſue the ſhaggy lion 
Careleſs of danger, and of waſting toil ; 
Of pinching hunger, an i impatient thirſt; 
I'd find all joys in thee. | 
Hip Why ſtoops the queen 
To alk, intreat, to ſupplicate and pray, | 
To proſtitute her crown and ſex's honour, | 
To one whoſe humble thoughts can only riſe | 
To be your flave, not lord ? | 
Phed. And is that all? 
Gods! does he deign to force an artful groan ? | 
Or call a tear from his unwillirg eyes? 
Hard as his native rocks, cold as his ſword, 
Fierce as the wolves that how l'd around his birth, 
He hates the tyrant, and the ſuppliant ſcorns. 
Oh Heav'n! O Mines! O imperial Fove! 
Do ye vo bluſh at my degenerate weakneſs! 
Hence lazy, mean, ignoble paſſion fly; 
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Hence from my ſoul — Tis gone, tis fled for ever, 
And heav'n inſpires my thoughts with righteous ven- 
Thou ſhalr no more deſpiſe my offer'd love; | geance. 
No more [mens (hall upbraid my weakneſs. 

| Catches Hippolitus's ſword to ſtab herſelf. 
Now all ye kindred gods look down, and lee, 
How I'll revenge you, and myſclf, on pheara. 

Enter Ly con, and ſnatches aw iy the ſword. 

Lyc. Horror on horror | Theſeus is return'd, 

Phed. Theſeus then what have | ro do with life; 
May I be ſnatch'd with winds, by earth o'crwhelm'd, 
Rather than view the face of injure'd Theſeus. 

Now wider ſtill my growing horrors ſpread, 

My fame, my virtue, nay, my frenzy's fled : 

Then view thy wretched blood, imperial Fove! 

If crimes enrage you, cr misfortunes move; 

On me your flames, on me your belts employ, 
Me, if your anger ſpares, your pity ſhould deſtroy. 


[ Runs off. 
Lyc. This may do fervice yer. | 
[Exit Lycon, carries off the ſword. 
Hip. Is he return'd : thanks to the pitying gods. 
Shall ! again behold his awful eyes ? 
Again be folded in his loving arms? 
et in the midſt of joy I fear for Ph ra; 
I fear his warmth and unreleatiog juſtice. 
O! ſhould her raging paſſion reach his ears, 
His tender love, by anger hre'd, wou'd turn 
To burning rage; as ſoft Cdonian oyl, 
Whoſe balmy juice glides o'er th* untaſting tongue, 
Yer, toucht with fire, with hotteſt flames will blaze. 
But oh ye pow'rs! I ſee his godlike form. 
0 * of joy! he comes, he comes! | { 
Is it my lord ? my father? Oh! tis he: 1 
I ſee him, touch him, feel his known embraces, $ 
dee all the father in his joyful eyes. ? 
Enter Theſeus, with others. 
Where have you been, my lord? what angry demon 
Hid you from Crete; from me ? — what god has fave'd 
ou ? 
Did not Philotas ſee you fall? O anſwer me! 
And then I Il atk a thouſand queſtions more. 
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Thef. No: but to fave my life I feign'd my death; 
My horſe and well-known arms confirm'd the tale, 
And hinder'd farther ſearch. This honeſt Greek 
Cor ceal'd me in his houſe, and cure'd my wounds: 
Procure'd a veſlel ; and, to bleſs me more, 
Accompany'd my flight. — 
Bur this at leiſure. . me now indulge 
A father's fondneſs; let me ſnatch thee thus; 

Thus fold thee in my arms. Such, ſuch was I 

[ Embraces Hippolitus. 
When firft I ſaw thy mother, chaſte Calla ; 
And much fhe love'd me.—Oh ! did Peda view me 
With half that fondneſs! — but ſhe's ſtill unkind! 
Elſe haſty joy bad brought her to theſe arms, 
To welcome me to liberty, to life ; 
And make that life a bleſling. Come, my ſon, 
Let us to Pur. 

Hip. Pardon me, my lord. 

Thef. Forget her former treatment; ſhe's too good 

Still to perſiſt in hatred to my fon. 
Hep. G ! let me fly from Cete, from you, [ aſide] and 
Phadra. 
 Theſ. My (on, what means this turn? this ſudden ſtart? 
Why would you fly from Crete, and from your father ? 
Flip. Not from my father, but from lazy Crete; 
To tollow danger, and acquire renown ; 
To quell the monſters that eſcape'd your ſword, 
And make the world confeſs me Theſes” fon. 
The. What can this coidneſs mean ? Retire, my ſon, 
[ Exis Hippolitus. 
While I attend the queen. — What ſhock is this ? 
Why tremble thus my limbs? why faints my heart ? 
Why am I thrill'd with fear, ull now unknown? 
Where's now the jay, the extaſie, and tranſport, 
That warm'd my foul, and urge d me on to Pra! 
O! had | never love'd her, I'd been bleft. 

Sorrow and joy in love alternate reign ; 

Sweet is the blils, diſtracting is the pain. 

So when the Ni its fruitful deluge — 

And genial heat informs its ſlimy beds, 

Here yellow harveſts crown the fertile plain, 


There monſtrous ſerpents fright the lab'ring ſwain 
| A various 
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A various product fills the fatten'd ſand, 
| And the fame floods enrich, and curſe the land. 


2 N 
ACT IV. 
Enter Lycon ſolus. 
Lyc. HIS may gain time, till all my wealth's 
embark'd, 
To ward my foes revenge, and finiſh mine, 
And ſhake that empire which I can't poſleſs. 
But then the queen — ſhe dies — why let her die; 
Let wide deſtruction ſeize on all together, 
So Lycon live. — A ſafe triumphant exile, 
Great in diſgrace, and envy'd in his fall. 
The queen !— then try thy art and work her paſſions; 
Enter Phedra and Attendants. 


Draw her to act what moſt her foul abhors, 
Poſſeſs her whole, and ſpeak thyſelf in Phedra. 


Why am I barr'd from death, the common refuge, 
That ſpreads its hoſpitable arms for all ? 
| Why muſt I drag th' unſufferable load 
Of foul diſhonour, and deſpairing love ? 
Ob! length of pain ! am I ſo often dying, 
And yet not dead? feel I fo oft death's pangs ? 
Vor once can find its eaſe ? 
| Lyc. Would you now die? | 
Now quit the field to your inſulting foe ? 
Then ſhall he triumph o'er your blaſted name: 
Ages to come, the univerſe ſhall learn 
The wide immortal infamy of Phedra ? 
And the poor babe, the idol of your ſoul, 
The lvely image of your dear dead lord, 
Shall be upbraided with his mother's crimes; 
Shall bear your ſhame, ſhall ſink beneath your faults; 
| Inheric your diſgrace, but not your crown. 
Pied. Muſt he too fall involve'd in my deſtruction, 
And only live to curſe the name of Pheara ? 
Oh, dear, unhappy babe! muſt I bequeath thee 
Only 


Phed. Off, let me looſe ; why, cruel barb'rous maids, 
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Only a fad inheritance of woe? 

Gods ! cruel gods] can't all my pains atone, 
Unleſs they reach my ir fant's guiltleſs head 
Oh loſt eftate ! when life's fo — a torment, 
And death itſelf can't eaſe! aſſiſt me, Lycon, 
Adviſe, ſpeak comfort to my troubled ſoul. 

Lyc. "Tis you muſt drive that trouble from your ſoul ; 
As ſtreams, when dam'd, forget their antient current, 
And, wond'ring at their banks, in other channels floy ; 
So mult you bend your thoughts from hopeleſs love, 
So turn their courle to Tyheſeus happy boſom, 

And crown his eager hopes with wiſh'd enjoyment : 
Then with freſh charms adorn your troubled looks, 
Diſplay the beauties firſt inſpire'd his ſoul, 

Sooth with your voice, and wooe him with your eyes. 

Phed. Impoſhble ! what wooe him with thele eyes, 
Still wet with tears that flow'd ? — bur not for Theſcur. 
This tongue ſo uſed to ſound another name? 

What! take him to my arms! oh awful June! 
Touch, love, careſs him he my wand'ring fancy 
On other objects ſlrays? a lewd adultreſs 

In the chaſte bed? and in the father's arms, 

(Oh horrid thought! oh execrable inceſt !) 

Ev'n in the fatner's arms embrace the ſon ? 

Lyc. Ye: you muſt fee him, left impatient love 
Shou'd urge his temper to t e nice a ſearch, 

And ill-rime'd ablence ſhould diicloſe your crime. 

Phed. Could I, when preſent to his awful eyes, 
Conceal the. wild d.forders of my foul? 

Wou'd not my groans, my looks, my ſpeech betray me? 
Betray thee, Pheara ! then thou'rt not betray'd: 
Live, live ſecure, adoring Crete conceals thee ; 

Thy pious love, and moſt endearing goudnets 

Will charm the kind Hrppolitys o filence, 

Oh wretched Pheara ! oh ill-guarded lecret : 

To foes alone diſcloſed ! 

Lc. I needs muſt fear them, 

Spight of their oaths, their vows, their imprecations. 

Phed. Do imprecations, oaths, or vows avall ? 

T too have ſworn, ev'n at the altar ſworn 
Eternal love and endleſs faith to Theſeus ; 


And jet am talle, forſworn : the hallow'd ax 


| 
| 


Preſerve your glory, and ſecure your vengeance : 
Be yours the fruit, ſecurity, and calc; 
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That heard me ſwear, is witneſs to my falſhood. 
The youth, the very author of my crimes, 
Ev'n he ſhall tell the fault himſelf inſpire d; 
The fatal eloquence that charm'd my ſoul 
Shall laviſh all its art to my deftruction. 
Lyc. Oh he will tell it all. — Deſtruction ſeize him! 
With ſeeming grief, and aggravating pity, 
And more 9 will excuſe your folly ; 
Falſe tears ſhall wer his unrelenting eyes, 
And his glad heart with artful fighs ſhall heave: 
Then Theſeus — how will indignation ſwell 
His mighty heart ? how his majeſtick frame 
Will ſhake with rage too fierce, too ſwift for vent? [ 
How he'll expoſe you to the publick ſcorn, 
And loathivg crowds ſhall murmur our their horror ? 
Then the fierce Scythian — now, methinks, I fee 
His fiery eyes with ſullen pleaſures glow, 
Survey your tortures, and inſult your pangs ; 
I ſee him, ſmiling on the pleas'd //mena, 
Point out, with ſcorn, the once proud tyrant Phædra. 
Phæd. Curſt be his name! may infamy attend him; 
May ſwift deſtruction fall upon his head, 
Hurl'd by the hand of thoſe he moſt adores. 
Lyc. By heav'n, propherick truth inſpires your tongue; 
He ſhall endure the — he means to give; 
Ard all the torments which he heaps on you, 
With juſt revenge ſhall T heſers turn on him. 
Plea. Ist poſſible? oh Lycon! oh my refuge! 
Uh good old man! thou oracle of wildom ! 
Declare the means, that Phedra may adore thee. 
Lyc. Accuſe him firſt. 
Phed. Oh heay'ns! accuſe the guiltleſs ? 
Ly:. Then be accuſe'd ; let Theſeus know your crime: 
Ler laſting infamy o'erwhelm your glory ; 
Let your toe triumph, and your i faut fall ——— 
dhake oft this idle lethargy of pity, 
With ready war prevent th' iuvading foe, 
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e guilt, the danger, and the labour mine. 
Phed, Heav'ns,  Theſeus comes ! 
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Enter Theſeus. 
Lyc. Declare your laſt reſolves. 
Phed. Do you reſolve, for Phadra can do nothing, 
5 [Exit Phædra. 

Lyc. Now, Lycon, heighten his impatient love, 
Now raiſe his pity, now inflame his rage, 

Quicken his _ then quaſh 'em with deſpair ; 
Work his tumuliucus paſſions into frenzy; 
Unite 'em all, then turn them on the foe. 

Theſ. Was that my queen, my wife, my idol, Phaara? 

Does the (till ſhun me? oh injurious heav'n: 

W hy did you give me back again to life ? 

Why did you ſave me from the rage of battle, 

To let me fall by her more fatal hatred ? [neſs, 

Lyc. Her hatred ! no, ſhe loves you with ſuch fond- 
As none but that of T heſeus e er could equal; 

Yet ſo the gods have doum'd, fo heav'n will have it, 
She ne'er muſt view her much-loved Theſeus more, 

T keſ. Not ſee her! by my ſuff rings but | will, 
Thoꝰ troops embattled ſhould oppoſe my paſlige, 
And ready death ſhou'd guard the fatal way. 

Not ſee her! oh I'll claſp her in theſe arms, 
Break thro? the idle bands that yet have held me, 
And ſcize the joys my honeſt love may claim. 

Lyc. Js this a time for joy? when Pheara's grief— 

Theſ. Is this a time for grief? is this my welcome 
To air, to life, to liberty, and Crete? 
Not this I hoped, when 4 by ardent love, 
I wing'd my cager way to Pheara's arms; 
Then to my thoughts relenting Pheara flew, 
With open arms to welcome my return, 
With kind endearing blame condemn'd my raſhneſs, 
And made me {wear to venture out no more. 
Oh! my warm ſoul, my boiling fancy glow'd 
With charming hopes of yet untaſted joys ; 
New pleaſures fill'd my mind, all dangers, pains, 
Wars, wounds, defeats, in that dear hope were loſt. 
And does ſhe now avoid my eager love, 
Puriue me (11.1 with unrelenting hatred, 
Invent new pains, deteſt, loath, ſhun my fight, 
Fly my return, and ſorrow for my ſafety ? 

Jie O think 2ot fo! for, by the unerring x” 
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When firſt I told her of your wiſh'd return, 
When the loved name of Theſeus reach'd her ears, 
At that dear name ſhe rear'd her drooping head, 
Her feeble hands, and wat'ry eyes, to heav'n, 

To bleſs the bounteous gods: at that dear name 
The raging tempeſt of her grief was calm'd ; 

Her ſighs were huſh'd, and tears forgot to flow. 

Theſ. Did my return bring comfort to her ſorrow ? 
Then haſte, conduct me to the lovely mourner : 

Oh I will kiſs the pearly drops away ; 

Suck from her roſie lips the fragrant ſighs ; 

With other ſighs her panting breaſt ſhall heave, 
With other dews her ſwimming eyes ſhall melt, 
With other pangs her throbbing heart ſhall bear, 
And all her ſorrows ſhall be lolt in love. 

Lyc. Does Theſes burn with ſuch unheard-of palſion? 
And muſt not ſhe with out- ſtretch'd arms receive | mi? 
And with an equal ardour meet his vows? 

The vows of one fo dear! oh righteous gods! 

Why muſt the bleeding heart of Theſeus bear 

Such tort'ring pangs ? while Phedra, dead to love, 
Now with accuſing eyes on angry heav'n 

Stedfaſtly gazes, and upbraids the gods; 

Now with dumb piercing grief, and humble ſhame, 
Fixes her gloomy watry orbs to earth; 

Now burſt with (welling anguiſh, rends the ſkies 
With loud complaints of her outrageous wrongs ? 


Theſ. Wrong'd ! is ſhe wrong'd? and lives he yet 


who wrong'd her ? 

Lyc. He lives, ſo great, ſo happy, ſo beloved, 
That Phæara ſcarce can hope, ſcarce wiſh revenge. 

Theſ Shall Theſeus live, and not revenge his Phedra ? 
Gods! ſhall this arm, renuwn'd for righteous vengeance, 
For quelling tyrants, and redreſſing wrongs, 
Now fail? now firſt, when Phadra's injured, fail? 
Speak, Lycon, haſte, declare rhe ſecret villain, 


Ide wretch fo meanly baſe ro injure Phedra, 


So raſhly brave to dare the ſword of Theſeus. 


He. I dare not ſpeak, but ſure her wrongsare mighty: 


The pale cold hue that deadens all her charms, 
Her ſighs, her hollow groans, her flowing tears, 
Make me ſuſpect her moos gricf will end her. l 
| 2 Thel. 
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Theſ. End her? end Theſeus firſt, and all manking - 
But moſt that villain, that deteſted ſlave, . 
Thar brutal coward, that dark-lurking wretch. 

Lyc. Oh noble heat of unexampled love ! 

This Pheara hoped, when in the midſt of grief, 
In the wild torrent of o crwhelming ſorrows, 
She groaning ſtill invoked, ſtill call'd on Theſeys, 

Theſ.Did ſhe then name me? did the weeping charmer 
Invoke my name, and call for aid on Theſeus? 
Oh that loved voice upbraided my delay. 
Why then this ſtay? I come, I fly, oh pheara! 
Lead on — now, dark diſturber of my peace, 
If now thou'rt known, what luxury of vengeance — 
Haſte, lead, conduct me. 

Lyc, Oh! I beg you ſtay. 
' Theſ. What! ffay when Phedra calls? 

Lyc. Oh! on my knees, 
By all the gods, my lord, I beg you ſtay ; 
As you reſpect your peace, your Ife, your glory: 
As pheara's days are precious to your ſoul; 
By all your love, by all her ſorrows, ſtay. 

Theſ. Where hes the danger? wherefore ſhould I ſtay ? 

He. Your ſudden preſence would ſurprize her ſou], 
P enew the galling image of her wrongs, 

Fevyive her forrow, indignation, ſhame, 
Ard all your fon would ſtrike her from your eyes. 

/d. My fon? — but he's too good, too brave, to 

wrong her. | lurprize, 
W hence then that ſhocking change, that ſtrong 
That fright that ſciz'd him at the name cf Pheara? 
Lyc. Was he ſurprize'd ? that ſhew'd at leaſt remorſe. 
Theſ. Remorie ! for what? by heav'ns, my troubled 
thoughts | 
Preſage ſome dire attempt. — Say, what remorſe. 

Lyc. I wou'd not, — yer I maſt. —This you command; 
This Pheara orders; thrice her fault'ring tongue 
Bade me unfold the guilty ſcene to Theſers : 

Thrice Wich loud cries recall'd me on my way, 

And blamed my ſpeed, and chid my rafh obedience, 

Leſt the unwelcome tale ſhou'd wound your peace. 

At laſt, with looks ſerenely ſad, ſhe cry d, 

Go tell it all; but in ſuch artful words, _ 
uch 
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Such tender accents, and ſuch melting ſounds, 
As may appeaſe his rage, and move his pity ; 

As may incline him to forgive his ſon : 

A grievous fault, bur ſtill a fault of love. | 

Theſ Of love! what ſtrange ſuſpicions wrack my ſoul? 

i 

| 

[ 
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As you regard my peace, declare, what love? 
Lyc. So urged I muſt declare; yet, pitying heav'n, 
Why muſt I ſpeak ? why muſt unwilling Lycon 
Accuſe the prince of impious love to Phædra? 
Theſ. Love to his mother! to the wife of Theſeus ? 
De. Yes, at the moment firſt he view'd her eyes, 
Ev'n at the altar, when you join'd your hands, | 
His eaſy heart received the guilty — | 
And from that time he preſt her with his paſſion. | 
Theſ. Then *rwas for this ſhe baniſh'd him from Crete; 
I thought it hatred all : oh righteous hatred ! 
Forgive me, heav'n; forgive me, injure'd Phædra, 
That I 1n ſecret have condemn'd thy juſtice. 
Oh ! 'twas all juſt, and Theſeus ſhall revenge, 
Ev'n on his ſon revenge his Phedra's wrongs. (heroes, 
He. [afide.] What caſie tools are theſe blunt honeſt 
Who with keen hunger gorge the naked hook, 
Prevent the bait the ſtateſman's art prepares, 
And poſt to ruin. — Go, believing fool, 
Go act thy far-fame'd juſtice on thy ſon, 
Next on thyſelf, and both make way for Lycon. 
Theſ. Ha! am I ſure ſhe's wrong'd ? perhaps, tis malice. 
Slave, make it clear, make good your accuſation, 
Or treble fury ſhall revenge my ſon. 
De. Am I then doubted ! and can faithful Lycon, 
Be thought to forge ſuch execrable falſhouds ? 
Gods | when the queen unwillingly cumplains, 
Can you ſuſpect her truth: oh godlike Tec 
Is this the love you bear unhappy Pedra? 
Is this her hoped- for aid? go, wretched matron, 
digh to the winds, and rend th' unpitying heav'rs 
Wich thy vain ſorrows; ſince relentleſs 7 beſcur, 
Thy hope, thy refuge, Theſeus, will not kear thee. 
Theſ Not hear my Phedra ! not revenge her wrongs! 
Speak, mike thy proofs, ard then his doom's as fixr, | 
As when Fove ipeaks, and high Ohe pus ſhakes, | 
And fate nis voice obeys. 


= 


3 


42 PHADRA aud 


Lyc. Bear witneſs, heav'n ! 
With what reluQance I produce this ſword, 
This fatal proof againſt th* unhappy prince, 
Leſt it ſhould nds. your juſtice to his ruin, 
And prove he aim'd at force as well as inceſt. 
Theſ. Gods! tis illuſion all ! is this the ſword 
By which Procruftes, Scyron, Pallas, fell? 
Is this the weapon which my darling ſon 
Swore to employ in nought but acts of honour ? 
Now, faithful youth, thou nobly haſt fulfill'd 
Thy gen'rous promiſe. Oh moſt injure'd Phæara 
Why did I truſt to his deceitful form? 
Why blame thy juſtice, or ſuſpect thy truth? 
Lyc. Had you this morn beheld his ardent eyes, 
Seen his arm lock'd in her diſhevell'd hair, 
That weapon glitt'ring o'er her tremblivg boſom, 
W hilſt ſhe with ſcreams refuſed his impious love, 
Entreating death, and riſing to the wound; 
Oh had you ſeen her, when the frighted youth 
Retired at your approach; had you then ſeen her, 
In the chaſte tranſports of becoming fury, 
Seize on the ſword to pierce her guiltleſs boſom, 
Had you ſeen this, you could not doubt her truth. 


Theſ. Oh impious montter ! oh forgive me, Phedrs ! 


And may the gods inſpire my injured ſoul 
With equal vengeance that may ſuit his crimes. 


Lyc. For Phedra's ſake forbear to talk of vengeance; 
That with new pains would wound her tender breaſt : 


Send him away from Crete, and, by his abſence, 
Give Pheara quiet, and afford him mercy. 
Theſ. Mercy ! for what! oh well has he rewarded 


Poor Plhedra's mercy — Oh moſt barbarous traytor ! 


To wrong ſuch beauty, and inſult ſuch goodnels. 
Mercy! what's that ? a virtue coin'd by villains, 
Who praiſe the weakneſs which ſupports their crimes, 
Be mute and fly, leſt, when my rage is rouzed, 
Thou, for thytelf, in vain, implore my mercy. 


Lyc. Dull fool, I laugh at mercy more than thou doſt, 


More than I do the juſtice thou'rt ſo fond of. 


Now come, young hero, to thy father's arms, 


Reccive the due reward of haughty virtue; 


Now boaſt it face, and laugh at carth- born con. Exit. 
Emer 
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Enter Hippolitus. 

Theſ. Yet can it be? — Is this th* inceſtuous villain ? 

How great his preſence, how erect his look, 
How ev'ry grace, how all his virtuous mother 
Shines in his face, and charms me from his eyes ! 
Oh, Neptune ] oh, great founder of our race! 
Why was he framed with ſuch a godlike look? 
Why wears he not ſome moſt deteſted form, 
Baleful to fight, as horrible to thought, 

That I might act my juſtice without grief, 
Puniſh the viliain, not regret the ſon. 

Hip. May I preſume to aſk, what ſecret care 
Broods in your breaſt, and clouds your royal brow ? 
Way dart your awful eyes theſe angry beams, 

And fright Hippelirus they uſed to chear ? 

Theſ. Anſwer me firſt : when call'd to wait on Phædra, 
What ſudden fear ſurprized your troubled ſoul ? 
Why did your 4 blood forſake your cheeks? 
Why did you haſten from your father's arms, 

To ſhun the queen your duty bids you pleaſe? Cher, 

Hip My lord, to pleaſe the queen I'm forced to ſhun 
And keep this hated object from her ſight. 

Theſ. Say, what's the cauſe of her invet'rate hatred ? 

Hp. My lord, as yet I never gave her cauſe. | her? 

Theſ. [afide\ Oh were it ſo!—When 1: did you attend 

Hp. When laſt attend her? — | fide] oh unhappy 

queen! 
Your error's known, yet I diſdain to wrong you, 
Or to betray a fault myſelf have cauſed. 
Wen laſt attend her? 

Theſ. Anſwer me directly; | 
Nor dare to trifle with your father's rage. 

Hip. My lord, this very morn I ſaw the queen. 

Theſ. What paſt? 

Hip. I aſk'd permiſſion to retire, 

Theſ And was that all? 

Hip. My lord, I humbly beg, 

With the moſt low ſubmiſſions, aſk no more. | 

Theſ. Yet you don't anſwer with your low ſubmiſſions. 


Anſwer, or never hope to ſee me more. [relling ; 
Hip. [aſide] Too much he knows, I fear, without my ( 


And the poor queen's betray'd, and loft for ever. 
Thef. 
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Theſ. [aſide] He changes, gods! and faulters at the 


queſtion : 
His fears, his words, his looks declare him guilty. 
Hip Why do you frown, my lord? why turn away, 
As from ſome loathſome monſter, not your ſon ? 
Theſ. Thou art that monſter, and no more my ſon. 
Not one of thoſe of the moſt horrid form, 
Of which my hand has cas'd the burthen'd earth, 
Was half ſo ſhocking to my fight as thou. 
Hip. Where am I, gods! is that my father Theſen; ? 
Am 1 awake? am I Hippolitus ? 
Tlej. Thou art that fiend — thou art Flippolitas. 
Thou art! — oh fall! oh fatal ſtain to honour ! 
How had my vain imagination form'd thee ? 
Brave as Alcides, and as Mines juſt. 
Sometimes it led me through the maze of war; 
There ir ſurvey'd thee ranging thro” the field, 
Mowing down troops, and dealing out de{truction : 
Sometimes with wholcjome laws retorming ates, 
Crowning their happy joys with peace and plenty; 
W hile you 
Hip. With all my father's ſoul inſpire'd, 
Burnt with impatient thi:ſt of early honour, 
To hunt thro bloody fields the chaſe of glory, 
Ard bleſs your age with trophies like your own. 
Gods! how that warm'd me! huw my throbbing heart 
Leapt to the image of my father's joy, 
When ycu ſhou'd thain me in your folding arms, 
And with kind raptures, arid with ſobbing joys, 
Comirend my valour, and one, your fon ! 
How did I thick my glorious u ofery od ? 
Then great indeed, anc in ry father's love, 
With mere than conc veſt crow n'd ? I on, Hippolitus, 
Go tread tb: rupged paths of daring honor; 
Practiſe the ſtrictett, d auftereſt ste, 
And all the rig: laws of rig nteous Mines; 
Tleſeus, i father 7 jews wil re ard thee, [thee. 
Theſ. keward thee ? — yes, as Mines x0u'd reward 
Was 1107 then thy pattern: and did Minor, 
The great, the good, the juſt, the righteous Minor, 
The judge of hell, and oracle of earth, 
Did be unpire adulcery, force, ard inceſt ? 


Iſmena 
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Iſmena appears. 
In. | afae]} Ha! what's this? 
Hip. Amazement! inceſt ? ——_ 
Theſ Inceſt with Phedra, with thy mother Phadrs ! 
Hip. This charge ſo unexpected, ſo amazing, 
So new, ſo ſtrange, —_— ro thought, 
Stuns my aſtoniſh'd ſoul, and tyes my voice, [ſword, 
Theſ. Then let this wake thee, this once glorious 
With which thy father arm'd thy infant hand, 
Not for this purpoſe. Oh abandon'd ſlave ! 
Oh early villain ! moſt deteſted coward ! 
With this my inſtrument of youthful glory ! 
With this? — oh noble entrance into arms! 
With this t invade the ſpotleſs Phedra's honour ? 
Phedra ! my life! my better half, my queen 
That very Phedra, for whoſe juſt defence 
The gods would claim thy (ſword. 
Hip. Amazement! death! 
Heav'ns! durſt I raiſe the far-fame'd ſword of Theſeus 
Againſt his queen, againſt my mother's boſom. | 
Theſ. If not, declare when, where, and how youloſt it? 
How Pheara gain'd it? Oh all the gods! he's ſilent. 
Why was it bare'd ? whoſe boſom was it aim'd at? 
W hat meant thy arm advanced, thy glowing cheeks, 
Thy hand, heart, eyes? oh villain ! monſtrous villain! 
Hp Is there no way, no thought, no beam of light, 
No clue to guide me thro” th's gloomy maze, 
To clear my honour, yet preterve my faith? 
None! none, ye pow'rs! and mult I groan beneath 
This execrable load of foul diſhonour ? 
Muſt Theſeus ſuffer ſuch unheard-of torture 
Theſcus, my father! no, UII break thro? all; 
All oaths, all vows, all idle imprecations, 
I give 'em to the winds. Hear me, my lord! 
Hear your wrong'd ſon. The ſword —Oh fatal vow, 
Enſnaring oaths, and thou, raſh thoughtleſs fool, 
To bind thyſelf in voluntary chains; 
Yer to thy tatal truſt continue firm! 
Beneath diſgrace, tho* infamous yet honeſt. 
Yet hear me, father ; may the righteous gods 
Show'r all their curſes on this wretched head. 
Uh may they doom me ! 
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Theſ. Yes, the gods will doom thee. 

The ſword, the ſword ! now ſwear, and call to witneſs, 
Heav'n, hell, ard earth; I mark it not from one, . 
That breathes beneath ſuch complicated guilt. 

Hip. Was that like guilt, when, with expanded arms, 
I ſprang to meet you at your wiſh'd return ? 

Does this appear like guilt when thus ſerene, 
With eyes erect, and viſage unappall'd, 

Fixt on that aw ful face, I ſtand the charge; 
Amazed, not fearing: ay, if I am guilty, 

Where are the conſcious looks, the face now pale, 
Now fluſhing red, the down-caſt haggard eyes, 

Or fix'd on earth, or ſlowly rais'd to catch 

A fearful view, then ſunk again with horror? 

Theſ. This is for raw, untaught, unfiniſh'd villains, 
Thou in thy bloom haſt reachd th' abhorr d perfection: 
Thy even looks cou'd wear a peaceful calm, 

The beauteous ſtamp (oh heavens !) of faultleſs virtue, 
While thy foul heart contrive'd this horrid deed. 

Oh harden'd fend, can't ſuch tranſcending crimes 
Diſturb thy ſoul, or ruffle thy ſmooth brow ? 
What! no remorſe ! no qualms! no pricking pangs 
No feeble ſtruggle of rebelling honour ! 

O Twas thy joy! thy ſecret hoard of bliſs, 

To dream, to ponder, act it o'er in thought; 

To doat, to dwell on, as rejoycing milers 

Brood o'er their precious ſtores of ſecret gold. 

Hip. Muſt I not ſpeak ? then ſay, unerring heav'n, 

Why was I born with ſuch a thirſt of glory ? 
Why did this morning dawn to my diſhonour ? 
Why did not pity ing fate, with ready death, 

Prevent the guilty day ? 

Thef. Guilty indeed. 

Even at the time you heard your father's death, 
And ſuch a father (oh immortal gods!) 

As held thee dearer than his life and glory ; i 
W hen thou ſhould'ſt rend the {kies with clam'rous grief, 
Beat thy ſad breaſt, and tear thy ſtarting hair; 
Then to my bed to force your impious way: 

Wi h horrid luſt t inſult my yer warm urn; 

Make me the ſcorn of hell, and ſport for fiends ! 
Theſe are the fun'ral honours paid to Theſeus, 
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Theſe are the ſorrows, theſe the hallow'd rites 
To which you'd call your father's hove'ring ſpirit. 
Enter ſme na. 
Im. [turning to Theſeus] Hear me, my lord, ere yet 
you fix his doom: 
Hear one that comes to ſhield his injure'd honour, 
And guard his life with hazard of her own. 
Theſ Tho' thou'rt the daughter of my hated foe, 
Tho” cv'n thy beauty's loathſome to my eyes, 
Let juſtice bids me hear thee. 
Im. [kneels) Thus I thank you. 
Then know, miſtaken prince, his honeſt ſoul 
Cou'd ne'er be ſw ay by 1mpious love to Pheara, 
Since I before engaged his early vows, 
W th all my wiles 'ubdue'd his ſtruggling heart; 
For long his duty Rruggled with his love. 
Theſ. Speak, is this true ? on thy obed'ence, ſpeak. 
Flip S0 m—_ I own the dang'rous truth; I own, 
Againſt her will, I loved the fair /ſmena. | 
Thej. Canſt thou be only clear'd by diſobedience, 
And juſtify'd by crimes? — what! love my foe! 
Love one deſce:1ded from a race of t rants, 
Whoſe blood yet reeks on my avenging ſword ! 
I'm curſt each moment I delay thy fate: 
Haſte to the ſhades, and tell the happy Palas 
Imena's flames, and let him rafte ſuch joys 
As thou give'ſt me; go tell applading Mines 
The pious ive you bure nis daughter Phedra ; 
Tell it the chart'ring ghoſts, and hiſſing furies, 
Tell it the grinn ng fiends, t 11 hell ſound nothing 
To thy pleale'd ears gut Fhædra and Iſmena. 
Enter Cratander. 
Seize him, Cratander, take this guilty ſword, 
Le: bis own h. d avenge the crimes it acted, 
And b d him die, at leatt, like Theſeus* ſon. 
Take him away, and exccute my orders. 
Hip. Heav'n how that ftr ikes me] how it wounds my 
ſoul ! 
To think of your unutter ble ſorrows, 
When you ſhall find Hippeiitus was guiltleſs ! 
Yet when you know the ir.nocence you duom'd, 
When you ſhall mourn your ſon's unhappy fate, yg 
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Oh! I beſeech you by the love you bore me, 

With my laſt words, (my words will then prevail) 

Oh for my {ake torbear to touch your life, 

Nor wound again Hippolitus in Theſeus. 

Let all my virtues, all my joys ſurvive 

Freſh in your breaft, but be my woes forgot; 

The woes which fate, and not my father wrought, 

Oh! let me dwell for ever in your thoughts, 

Let me be honour'd ſtill, but not deplored. 

Theſ. Then thy chief care is for thy father's life. 

O blooming hypocrite! oh young diſſembler 

Well haſt Sou ſhewn the care thou take'ſt of Theſeys, 

Oh all ye gods! how this iuflames my fury! 

I ſcarce can hold my rage ; my eager hands 

Tremble to reach thee. No, diſhonour'd Theſers ! 

Blot not thy fame with ſuch a monſter's blood. 

Snatch him away. 

Hip. Lead on. Farewel, [mena. 
Im. Oh take me with him; let me ſhare his fate. 

Oh awful Theſeus ! yet revoke his doom: 

See, ſee the very miniſters of death, 

Tho” bred to blood, yet ſhrink, and wiſh to fave him. 
Theſ. Slaves, villatns, tear her from him, cut her arms 
1m. Oh tear me, cut me, 'till my ſever'd limbs | off, 

Grow to my lord, and ſhare the pains he ſuffers. 
The. Villains, away. 

Im. O Theſeus, hear me, hear me. 
Theſ. Away, nor taint me with thy loathſome touch. 

Off, woman. 

Im. Stay, oh ſtay ! Pl tell you all. [Exit Theſeus 

Already gone — Tell it ye conſcious walls; 

Bear it ye winds upon your pity ing wings; 

Reſound it fame, with all your hundred tongues. 

Oh hapleſs youth! all heav'n conſpires .gair ſt you. 

The conſcious walis conceal the fatal ſecret : 

Th' untainted winds refule th* infecting load: 

And fame itſelf is mute. — Nay, even /ſmena, 

Thy own {/mena's ſworn to thy deſtruction, 

But ſtill, whate*cr the cruel gods deſign, 

In the ſame fate our equal ſtars combine, ä 


And he who dooms thy death, pronounces mine. 
[ Excunt. 
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ACT. Y. 


Enter Phadra, and Lycon. 


Lye. & Ccuſe yourſelf ? oh! on my knees I beg you, 
By all the gods, recal the fatal meſſage. 

Heav'ns! will you ſtand the dreaded rage of Theſeus? 

And brand your fame, and work your own deſtruction? 

Phed. By thee I'm branded, and by thee deſtroy'd ; 
Thou boſom ſerpent, thou alluring fiend ! 

Vet ſhan't you boaſt the miſeries you cauſe, 
Nor ſcape the ruin you have brought on all. 

Lyc. Was it not your command? has faithful Lycor 

er ſpoke, e er thought, deſign d, contrived, or acted ? 
His he done aught without the queen's conſent ? 

Phed. Plead'ſt thou conſent to what thou firſt in- 
Was that conſent ? O ſenſeleſs politician ! [ſpired'ſt ? 
When adverſe paſſions ſtruggled in my breait, 

When anger, fear, love, ſorrow, guilt, deſpair, 
Drove out my reaſon, and uſurp'd my ſoul. 

Yet this conſent you plead, O faithful Lycon! 

Oh! only zealous for the fame of Pheadra ! 

With this you blot my name, and clear your own; 
And what's my frenzy, will be call'd my crime : 
What then is thine ? thou cool, delib'rare villain ! 
Thou wiſe, fore-thinking, weighing politician ! 

Lyc. Oh 'twas fo black, my frighten'd tongue recoil'd 

At its own ſound, and horror ſhook my ſoul. 
Yer till, tho” pierce'd with ſuch amazing anguiſh, 
Such was my zeal, ſo much I loved my queen, 

I broke thro? all, to ſave the life of Pheara. 
Phed. What's life? oh all ye gods! can life atone 
For all the monſtrous crimes by which *ris bought? 
Or can I live, when thou, oh foul of honour ! 
Oh early hero! by my crimes art ruin'd. 
Perhaps cv'n now the great unhappy youth 
Falls by the ſordid hands of butchering villains; 
Now now, he blceds! he dies — oh perjured traitor ! 
Se his rich blood in purple torrents flow, 
nature fallies in unbidden groans; 
Now 
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Now mortal pangs diſtort his lovely form, 
His roſy beauties fade, his ſtarry eyes 
Now darkling ſwim, and fix their cloſing beams; 
Now in ſhort APs his lab'ring ſpirit heaves, 
And weakly flutters on his fault'ring tongue, 
And ſtruggles into found. Hear, monkeer hear, 
With h's laft breath he curſes perjure'd Phædra: 
He ſummons Phears to the bar of Minor: 
1 hou too ſhalt there appear; to torture thee 
W hole hell ſhall be employ'd, and ſuff'ring Phedra 
Shall find ſome eaſe to (ee thee ſtill more wretched. 

Lyc. Oh all ye pow'rs! oh Pheara ] hear me, hear me, 
By all my zeal, by all my anxious cares, 
55 thoſe unhappy crimes I wrought to ſerve you, 

y theſe old wither'd limbs, and hoary hairs, 

By all my tears! — Oh heav'ns! ſhe minds me not, 
She hears not my complaints. Oh wretched Lycox ! 
To what art thou reſerved ? 

Phed. Reicrved to all 
The ſharpeſt, ſloweſt pains that earth can furniſh, 
To all I wiſh — on Phæara — guards ſecure him. 

[Lycon carry'd of. 
Ha! Treſeus, gods! my freezing blood congeals, 
Ard all my thoughts, deſigns, and words are loſt. 
| Enter I heſeus. 

Tie. Doſt thou at laſt repent ? oh lovely Pheara ! 
At laſt with equal ardour meet my vows : 
O dear- bought bleſſing ! yer I'll not complain, 
Since now my ſharpett griet is all o'erpaid, 
And only heightens joy. — Then halte, my charmer, 
Let's feaſt our famiſh'd ſouls with am'rous riot, 
With fierceſt blits atone for our delay, 
And in a moment love the age we've left. 

Phad. Stand off, approach me, touch me not; fly 

hence, | 

Far as the diſtant ikies or deepeſt center. f 

Theſ. Amuzzement! death! ye gods who guide the 

world, 

W har can this mean? ſo fierce a deteſtation, 
So ſtrong abhorrence ! — ſpeak, exquiſite tormentor 
Was it for this your ſummons fill'd my foul 


With cager ruptures, and tumultuous tranſports ? 
Ev'a 
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Ev'n painful joys, and agonies of blits. 
Did I for this ovey my Phenra's call, 
And fly with trembling haſte to meet her arms? 
And am I thus received? O cruel Pheara! 
Was it for this you rouz'd my drouz e foul 
From the dull lethargy of hopeleſs love? 
And doſt thou only fhew thoie beauteous eyes 
To weak deſpa'r, and blaſt me with cheir beams? 
Phad. Oh! were that all to which the gods have 
doom'd me; 
But angry heav'n has laid in ſtore for Theſezs 
Such perfect miſchief, ſuch rrankeendent woe, 
That the black 1mnige ſhocks my trighred foul, 
And the words die on my rcetacrant tungue. 
Theſ. Fear nor to foeak it; that harmoniors voice 
Will make the ſaddeſt tale of forrow plcatirg, 
And charm the grief it brings. — Thus let me near it, 
Thus in thy fight! thus gazing on thoſe eyes, 
I can ſupport the utmoſt ſpite of fate, 
And ſtand the rage of heav'n — approach, my fair 
Phcd. Off, or I fly for ever from thy fight : 
Shall I embrace the father of Hippolitus? 
Theſ. Forget the villain, drive him from your ſoul. 
Phed Can I forget? or drive him from my ſoul ? 
Oh! he will ſtill be preſent to my eyes; 
His words will ever echo in my ears ; 
Still will he be the torture of my days, 
Baie of my life, and ruin of my glory. 
Theſ. And mine and all. — Oh moſt abandon'd villain! 
Oh lafting ſcandal ro our godlike race ! 
That cou'd contrive a crime fo foul as inceſt, 
Phed. laceſt ! oh name it not! 
The very mention ſhakes my inmoſt foul : 
The gods are ſtartled in their peaceful manſions, 
And nature ſicke s at the ſhocking ſound. 
Thou brutal wretch ! thou execrable monſter ! 
To break thro' all the laws that early flow 
From untaught reaſon, and diſtinguiſh man; 
Mix like the ſenſeleſs herd with beſtial luſt, 
Mother and fon prepoſterouſly wicked; 
To baniſh from thy ſoul the reverence due 
To honour, nature, and the genial bed, 
| E 2 And 
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And injure one ſo great, ſo good as Theſeaz. 
Theſ. To injure one ſo — ſo Aus as Pheara ; 
Oh ſlave! to wrong ſuch purity as thine, 
Such dazling brightneſs; ſuch exatted virtue. 
Phed. Virtue! all ſeeing gods, ye know my virtue 
Muſt I ſupport all this? O righteous heav'n 
Can't I yet ſpeak? Reproach 1 could have boruc, 
Pointed his ſatyrs ſtings, and edge'd his rage, 
But to be prais'd — now, Mines, I defy thee, 
Ev'n all thy dreadful magazines of pains, 
Stones, furies, wheels, are ſlight to what I ſuffer, 
And hell itſelf's relief. 
Theſ What's hell to thee ? 
What crimes cou'dft thou commit ? or what reproackes 
Cou'd innocence ſo pure as Phedra's fear. 
O, thou'rt the chaſteſt matron of thy ſex, 
The fairelt pattern of excelling virtue; 
Our lateft annals ſhall record thy glory, 
The maid's example, and the matron's theme ; 
Each (ki[ful arciſt ſhall expreſs thy form, 
In animated gold. — The threatning ſword 
Shall hung for ever o'er thy ſnowey boſom ; 
Such heav'nly beauty on thy face ſhall bloom, 
As ſhall almoſt excuſe the villain's crime; 
Bur yet that firmleſs, that unſhaken virtue, 
As ſtill ſhall make the monſter more deteſted. 
W here'er you pals, the crouded way ſhall ſound 
With joyful cries, and endleſs acclamations: 
And when aſpiring bards, in daring ſtrains, 
Shall raiſe ſome heav'nly matron to the pow'rs, 
They'lI ſay, ſhe's great. ſhe" true ſhe's chaſte as Pheara. 
Phad. This migh: have been. — But now, oh cruel 
Now, as I paſs, the crouded way ſhall ſound | ftars' 
With hiſling (corn, and murm'ring deteſtation: 
That lateſt annals ſhall record my ſhame ; 
And when th' avenging muſe, with pointed rage, 
Wou's fink ſome impious woman down to hell, 
She'll ſay, ſhe's falſe, ſhe's baſe, ſhe's foul as Pedra. 
The/. Hadſt thou been foul, had horrid violation 
Caſt any ſtains on purity like thine, 
They're wafh'd already in the villain's blood: 
Ihe very ſword, his inſtiu nent of horror, 
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Ere this time drench'd in his inceſtuous heart, 
Has done thee juſtice, and avenged the crimes 
He uſed it to perform. 
Enter Meſſenger 
Meſſ. Alas! my lord, 
Ere this the prince is dead — I ſaw Cratander 
Give him a ſword — I faw him boldly take it, 
Rear it on high, and point it to his breaft, 
With ſteady hands, and with diſdainful looks, 
As one that fear'd not death, but ſcorn'd to die, 
And not in battle — a loud clamour follow'd ; 
And the ſurrounding ſol4iers hid from fight ; 
Bur all pronounced him dead. 
Phed. Is he then dead ? 
Theſ. Yes, yes, he's dead, and dead by my comman 
And in this dreadful a& of mournful juftice, 
I'm more renown'd than in my — laurels, 
Phæd. Then thou'rt renown'd indeed — oh happy 
Oh, only worth of the love of Phedra ! [ Theſes ! 
Haſte then, let's join our well-met hands together; 
Unite for ever, and detie the gods 
To ſhew a pair ſo eminently wretched. [ praiſe me, 
Theſ. Wretched ! for what ? for what the world mult 
For what the nations ſhall adore my juſtice, 
A villain's death? 
Phed Hippolitus a villain! 
Oh, he was all his godlike fire cou'd wiſh, 
The pride of Theſeus, and the hopes of Gere. 
Nor di the braveſt of his godlike race 
Tread with fuch early hopes the paths of honour. 
Theſ, What can this mean? declare, ambiguous P-edra; 
Say, whence theſe ſhifcing guſts of claſhing rage? 
Why are thy doubted ſpeeches dark and troubled, 
As Cretan ſeas when vext by warriag winds ? 
Why is a villain, with alternate pathon, 
Accuſed and prais':, deteſted and deplored ? 
Phed. Canit thou not guels ! - 
Canſt thou not read it in my furious paſſions 
In all the wild diforders of my ſou! ? 
Cou'dſt thou not ſee it in the nobie warmth 
That urged rhe daring youth ro acts of honour ? 
Cou'dit thou not find it in the gei'rous truth, ; 
E 3 Which 


54 PH E DRA and 


Which ſparkled in his eyes, and open'd in his face? 
Cou'dſt not perceive it in the chaſte reſerve ! 

In every word and look, each godlike act, 

Couꝰ' dſt thou not ſee Hippolitus was guiltleſs? 

Theſ. Guiltleſs! oh all ye gods! what can this mean? 

Phe. Mean! that the guilꝭ is mine, that virtuous Phe. 
The maid's example, and the matron's theme, [dra 
With beſtial paſſion woo'd your loathing ſon, f 
And when deny'd, with impious accuſation 
Sully'd the luſtre of his ſhining honour ; 

Of my own crimes accuſed the faultleſs youth, 
And with enſnaring wiles deſtroy'd that virtue 
I try'd in vain to Rake. 

T,veſ. Is he then guiltleſs? . 

Guiltleſs! then what art thou? and, oh juſt heay'n ! 
What a deteſted parricide is Theſeus ? 

Phed. What am I: what indeed, but one more black 
Than earth, or hell &er bore! O horrid mixture 
Of crimes, and woes, of parricide, and mceſft, 
Perjury, murder; to arm the errirg father 
Againſt the rigs ſun. O impious Lycon /! 

In what a hell of woes thy arts have plunged me. [lain! 

Theſ. Lycon ! here, guards! — oh moſt abandon'd vil- 
Secure him, ſeize him, drag him piece-meal hither. 

Enter Guards. 

Guards, Who has, my lord, incurr'd your high diſ- 

pleaſure ? 

Theſ. Who can it be, ye gods, but perjured Lycon? 
Who can inſpire ſuch ſtorms of rage, but Lycon ? 
Where has my ſword left one ſa black, but Lycon ? 
Where! wretched Theſeus ! in thy bed and heart, 
The very darlirg of my foul and eyes ! 

Oh beau eous hend ! but truſt not to thy form. 

You too, my ſon, was fair; your manly beauties 
Charm'd every heart, (O heav'rs!] to your deſtruction, 
You too were good, your virmous {ul abhorr'd 
The crimes for which ou dy'd. Oh impious Phaara:! 
Inc:ituous fury! execrable murth'reſs! 

Is there revenge cn earth, or pain in hell, 

Can art invent, or boiling rage ſuggeſt, 

Ev'n en4'els orture which thou ſhalt not ſuffer ? 

Phed. Aud is there aught on earth I wou'd net * ? 
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Oh, were there vengeance equal to my crimes, 
Thou need'ſt not claim it, moſt unhappy youth, 
From any hands but mine: t' 2 thy fate 
I'd court the fierceſt pains and ſue for tortures; 
And Phedra's ſuf rings ſhou'd attone for thine : 
Ev'n now I fall a victim to thy wrongs ; 
Ev'n now a fatal draught works out my ſoul ; 
Ev'n now it curdles in my ſhrinking veins 
The lazy blood, and freezes at my heart. 
Lycon brought in. 
Theſ. Haſt thou eſcaped my wrath ? yet, impious Lycon, 
On thee I'll empty all my hoard of vengeance, 
And glut my boundlels rage. 
Lyc. O! mercy, mercy ! 
Theſ. Such thou ſhalt find as thy deeds beſt deſerve, 
Such as thy guilty foul can hope from Theſes ; 
Such as thou ſhew'dſt to poor Hippolitus. 
Lyc. O chain me! whip me ! let me be the ſcorn 
Of ſordid rabbles, and inſulting crowds ! 
Give me but life, and make that life moſt wretched. 
Phed Art thon fo baſe, fo ſpiritleſs a ſlave? 
Not ſo the lovely youth thy arts have ruin'd, 
Not ſo he bore the fate to which you doom'd him. 
Thef. Oh abject villain ! yet it gives me joy 
To ſee the fears that ſhake thy guilty ſoul, 
Enhance thy. crimes, and antedate thy woes. 
Oh, how thou'lt howl thy fearful foul away, 
While laughing crowds hull echo to thy cries, [him, 
And make thy pains their ſport. Haſte, hence, away with 
Drag him to all the torments earth can furniſh ; 
Let him be wreck'd and gaſh'd, impale'd alive; 
Then let the mangled monfter, fixt on high, [gance. 
Grin o'er the ſhouting crowds, and glut their ven- 
And is this all? and art thou now appeas'd? | 
Will this attone for poor Hippolitus ? 
Oh ungorged appetite ! oh rav'nous thirſt 
Of a ſon's blood! what not a day, a moment! [ftaid 
Fhed. A day! a moment! oh! thou ſhould'ſt have 
Years, ages, all the round of circling time, 
Ere touch d the life of that conſummate youth. 
Theſ. And yet with joy I flew to his deſtruction, 
Boaſted his fate, and triumph'd in his ruin, 
| Not 
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Not this I promis'd to his dying mother, 
When, in her mortal pangs, ſhe, ſighing, gave me 
The lift cold kiſſes from her trembling lips, 
And reach'd her feeble wand'ring hands to mine ; 
When her laſt breath, now quiv'ring at her mouth, 
Implored my goodneſs to her lovely ſon; 
To her Hippelitus. He, alas! deſcends 
An early victim to the lazy ſhades, 
(Oh heav'n and earth!) by Theſeus doom'd, deſcends. 
Phæd He's doom'd by Theſeus, but accuſed by Pheadra, 
Phædra's madneſs, and by Lycon's hatred. 
et with my life I exp'ate my frenzy, 
And die for thee, my head- long rage deſtroy'd : 
Thee I purſue, (oh great ill-fated youth !) 
Purſue thee ſtill, but now with chaſte deſires; 
Thee thro? the diſmal waſte of gloomy death; 
Thee thro” the glimm'ring dawn, and purer day, 
Thro' all th* Ehſian plains: O righteous Mines ! 
Elyſian plains ! there he and his 1/mena 
Shall ſport for ever, ſhall for ever drink 
Immortal love; while | far off ſhall howl 
In lonely plains; while all the blackeſt ghoſts 
Shrink from the baleful ſight of one more monſtrous, 
And more accurſt than they. 
Theſ. I too muſt go; 
I :00 muſt once more ſee the burning ſhoar 
Of livid 4:4eron and black Cocytus, 
Whence no Aides will releaſe me now. together: 
Phed. Then why this ſtay? come on, let's plunge 
See hell ſets wide its adamantine 5% | 
See thro? the ſable gates the black Coryrus | 
In ſmoaky circles rowls its fiery waves: | 
Hear, hear the ſtunning harmonies of woe, 
The din of rattling chains, of claſhing wh ps, 
Of groans, of loud complain's, of piercing ſhrieks, 
That wide thro? all its gloomy world retound. 
Now huge Megara ſtalks! what ſtreaming fires 
Blaze from her glaring eyes! what ſerpents curl 
In horrid wreaths, and hits around ber head! 
Now, row ſhe drags me to the bar of Minor. 
See how the awful judges of the dead 
Lock ſicad faſt hate, and horrible diſinay 
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See Minos turns away his loathing eyes, 
Rage choaks his ſtruggling words: the fatal urn 
Drops from his trembling hand: O all ye gods! 
What, Lycon here! oh execrable villain ! 
Then am | fill on earth? by hell I am, 
A fury now, a ſcourge preſerved for Lycon ! 
See the juſt beings offer to my vengeance 
That impious flave. Now, Hon, for revenge: 
Thanks Le. 'tis here — I'll teal it to his heart. 
| Miftaking Theſeus for Lycon, offers to tab him. 
Guards. Heav'ns ! tis your lord. 
Phed. My lord! O equal heav'n! 
Muſt each portentous moment riſe in crimes, 
And ſallying life go off in parricide ? 
Then truſt not thy flow drugs. Thus ſure of death 
[Stabs herſelf. 
Compleat thy horrors — and, if this ſuffice nor, 
Thou Minos, do the reſt. 
Thef. At length ſhe's quiet, 
And earth now bears not ſuch a wretch as Theſeus; 
Vet I'll obey Hippolitus, and live: 
Then to the wars ; and as the Corybantines, 
With claſhing ſhields, and bray ing trumpets, drown'd 
The cries of infant Fove — I'll ſtifle confc.ence, 
And nature's murmurs in the din of arms. 
But what are arms to me ? is he not dead 
For whom I fought? for whom my hoary age 
Glow'd with the boiling heat of youth in battle? 
How then to drag a wre:ched life beneath 
An endleſs round of ſtill returning woes, 
And all the gnawing pangs of vain remorſe ? 
What rormen:'s this? —therefore, O greatly thought! 
Therefore do juſtice on thyſelf — and live; 
Live above all moſt infinitely wretched : 
ſmena too — nay, then avenging heav'n 
 Iſmena enters. 
Has vented all its rage = O wretched maid! 
Why doſt thou come to ſwell my raging grief? 
Why add to ſorrows, and embitter woes ? 
Why do thy mournful eyes upbraid my guilt ? 
Why thus recall to my afflicted foul 
The fad remembrance of my godlike ſun, 
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Of that dear youth my cruelty has ruin'd ? 

ſm. Rain'd! —O all ye powers! O awful Theſeus ! 
Say, where's my lord] ſay, where has fate di poſed him? 
Oh ſpeak, the Far d ſtracts me. 

Theſ. Gods! can I ſpeak ? 

Can I declare his fate to h's ena? 

Oh lovely maid ! coud'ft thou admit of comfort, 
Thou ſhou'dſt for ever be my only care, 

Work of my life, and labour of my foul. 

For thee alone, my ſorrow, lull'd, ſhall ceaſe; 
Cealc for a whi'e to mourn my murther'd ſon: 
For thee :lone, my ſword one more ſhall rage, 
Reſtore the crown, of which it robb'd your race: 
Then let your grief gv way to thoughts of empire; 
At thy own Athexs re gn. The happy crowd 
Beneath thy eafie yoke with pleaſure bow, 

And think in thee ther own Minerva reigns. 

I'm. Malt | then reign ? nay, muſt I ive without him? 
Not fo, oh godlike youth! you loved 1/mena ; 
You, for her ſake, refuſed the Cretan empire, 

And yet a nobler gift, the royal Phears. 

Shall I then take a crown, a guilty crown, 

From the relentleſs hand that doom'd thy death? 

Oh! tis in death alone I can have caſc, 

And thus I find ir [Offers to ſtab herſelf. 
Enter Hippolirus. 

Hip. O forbear [hnena | | 

Forbear, chaſte maid, to wound thy tender boſom ; 
Oh heaven and carth | ſhould ſhe reſolve to die, 
And ſnatch all beauty from the widow'd earth? 
Was it for me, ye gods! ſhe'd fall a victim? 
Was it for me ſhe'd die ? O heav'nly virgin ! 
See, ſee thy own Hippelitus, who lives, 
Ard hopes to live tor thee. 

Iſm Hippolitus |! 

Am | alive or dead? is this Ehm? 
*T'ts he, 'tis all Hippolitus — ar't well? 
Ar't thou not wounded ? 

Theſ Oh unhope'd-for joy 
Stand off, and let me fly into his arms. 

Speak, ſay, what god, what miracle preſerved thee; 
Did'ſt thou not ſtrike thy father's cruel preſent, 
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My ſword, into * breaſt ? 
Hip. I aim'd it there, 
Bur curn'd it from myſelf, and flew Cratander. 
The guards, not truſted with his faral orders, 
Granted my wiſh, and brought me to the king: 
[ fear'd not death, but could not bear the thought 
Of Theſeus* forrow, and Iſinena's lots; 
Theretore I haſten d to your royal preſence, 
Here to receive my doom. 
Theſ. Be this thy doom, 
To live for ever in 1/mena's arms. 
Go, heav'nly pair, and with your dazling virtues, 
Your courage, truth, your innocence and love, 
Amarze and charm mankind ; and rule that empire, 
For which, in vai, your rival fathers fought, 
Im. On killing joy 
Hip Oh extaſie of bliſs! 
Am I poſſcls'd at laſt of my Iſmena ? 
Of that celeſtial maid, oli pitying gods! 
How ſhall I thank your bouartes for my ſuff rings, 
For all my pains, and all the pangs I've borne ? 
Since twas io tliem I owe divine Iſmena, 
To them I owe the dear conſent of Theſes. 
Vet there's a pain lies heavy on my heart, 
For the d:faſt'rous fate of hapleſs Phedra. [you 
Theſ. Deep was her anguiſh : for the wrongs ſhe did 
She choſe to die, and, in her death, deplore d 
Your fate, and not her own. 
Hip. I've heard it all. 
O! had not paſſion fully'd her renown, 
None e er on earth had ſhone with equal luſtre; 
So glorious live'd, or fo lamented dy'd. 
Her faults were only faults of raging love, 
Her virtues all her own. 
In Unhappy Phears ! 
Was there no other way, ye pitying pow'rs ! 
No other way to crown I1ſmena's love? 
Then muſt I ever mourn her cruel fate, 
And in the midſt of my triumphaut joy, 
Ev'n in my hero's arms, confeſs ſome ſorrow. 
Theſ. O tender maid! forbear, with ill-time'd grief, 
To damp our bleſſings, and incenſe the gods? a" 
ut 
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But let's away, and pay kind heav'n our thanks 

For all the wonders in our favour u rought; 

That heav'n, whoſe mercy reſcued erring Theſeus 
Frum execrable crimes, and endleſs woes. 

Then learn from me, ye kin gs that rule the world 
With equal poize, let ſteady juſtice ſway, 8 


And flagrant crimes with certain vengeance pay, 
Bur, till the proofs are clear, the ſtroak delay. 

Hip. The righteous gods that innocence require, 
Protect the goodneſs which themſelves inſpire ; 
Unguarded virtue human arts defies, 

Th accuſed is happy, while th' accuſer dies. 
[ Exeunt ones. 
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